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Chapter I 


The American Museum of Natural History nudges Central Park on 
the east and the somewhat rundown buildings of Columbus Avenue on 
the west. Outside, it is a colossus, a neo-Gothic structure onto which 
newer, Romanesque additions have been grafted with the usual 
architecturally absurd results. Inside, though, it is a place of wonders, 
a testimonial to all things natural in this and other worlds, a tribute to 
man’s attempts to understand himself and his environment, a record 
of the world since it began. As I walked through the high-domed halls 
I recalled how many enchanted hours I’d spent there as a kid. I made 
a mental note to return someday soon for a leisurely trip through its 
wonders. 

I let my eyes wander to the shapely legs striding just ahead of me 
now, culminating in a squeezable little rear encased in a mini-kilt. 
Unfortunately, they turned off at the Mammals Hall while I was on my 
way to the new Hall of Earth History on the fourth floor. That’s where 
he had said to meet him, and that’s where I was headed. 

Inside the Hall of Earth History I sauntered past the display cases. 
Just beyond them, in a corner of the hall, I spied the tall, lean man 
standing in front of one of the geological exhibits, his rimless glasses 
perched atop a thin, sharp nose. His face, leathery and tanned, turned 
as I approached and then returned to the exhibit. He could well have 
been a geologist, a botanist or naturalist doing research. But he 
wasn’t. He was Hawk, Chief of Operations of AXE, the most secret 
counterespionage arm of the United States; he was shrewd, canny, 
erudite, a part-time gourmet, cigar enthusiast, home gardener and my 
boss. He was studying a large exhibit illustrating the origins of a 
volcano, stage by stage. As I came up to stand beside him he spoke 
without turning his head, eyes fixed on the exhibit. 

“Are you aware,” he said, “that the scientific community in some 
areas maintains a constant volcano watch just as they do with 
earthquakes?” He went on without waiting for an answer. “Many 
experts believe there is no such thing as a really dead volcano,” he 
said. “Our fiftieth state, Hawaii, is actually a series of huge volcanoes 
created by volcanic activity rising out of the sea.” 

“Very informative,” I said as he lapsed into silence for a moment. I 
decided to outwait him. He was using his manner of sliding sideways 
into the heart of it. 

“Do you know what a spatter cone is?” he asked. 

“A new Howard Johnson flavor?” I volunteered. A faint flicker of 
his eyelids was my only reward for that one. 


“A spatter cone is a minor opening near the major crater of a 
volcano,” he went on. “Something like a side vent that spatters out 
globs of lava which fall back, congeal and create anthills of stone. 
They sometimes continue to erupt with minor volcanic activity.” 

“Tl make a point of remembering that,” I said. 

“The important eruptions occur in Hawaii at least every three to 
five years,” Hawk droned on. “However, in the past six months there 
have been six eruptions, small cones in minor craters long dormant. 
That is an unheard-of amount of volcanic activity. What do you think 
of that?” 

“Now, you don’t really expect me to answer, do you?” I asked. 

“On the contrary,” he said, turning and flashing a brief smile. “I’m 
hoping you will.” 

I knew that remark meant something, but I decided to wait and see 
what. 

“Since when have you been so interested in geology?” I asked 
affably, trying to keep the note of suspicion out of my voice. 

“Always have been, my boy,” Hawk said. “But there are other 
things on my mind, too. 

“There’s a plane leaving Kennedy at seven tonight for San 
Francisco,” he went on. “You’re booked on it. It connects with 
Northeast Orient flight 667 to Hawaii.” 

“Hawaii!” I said. “I’ve got a date tonight with a chick I’ve been 
trying to score with for six months. Can’t I get an early flight in the 
morning?” 

“Art is long and time is fleeting,” he said in answer. “I believe 
you'll find that’s Longfellow.” 

I winced. Hawk disliked to flatly say no. Instead, he preferred to 
make his points through epigrammatic kernels of wisdom, such as the 
one he’d just tossed me. The meaning was the same, however—no. 

“All right,” I sighed. “What takes me to the land of the hula? 
What’s this about volcanoes and since when am I a geologist?” 

“You’re not, but it’s a very disturbing thing about the volcanoes,” 
he said. “I’ve been closeted all morning with the geologists here at the 
museum trying to discover some pattern, and they’re terribly 
disturbed, too. One of the people I want you to look up when you get 
to the islands is Dr. John Plank, Chief Volcanologist at the 
Observatory.” 

I’d worked with Hawk too long not to know when I had half a 
story. 

“Who else am I looking up, Chief?” I asked. “All this geological 
apprehension may be valid, but it’s not our cup of tea. What brings 
AXE into it?” 

“Cato Inura,” he said and I felt my eyebrows go ixp. 


“The head of Japanese Intelligence?” I asked. “That Cato Inura?” 

Hawk nodded. “We talked by phone yesterday,” he answered. “He 
called me. Naturally, on an open transpacific line we didn’t say very 
much but he’s disturbed. In guarded words he informed me that he 
felt the Japanese Communist Party was planning to pull off something 
really big.” 

I searched my mental storehouse for what I knew on the Japanese 
Communists. They were a sizable group and, as usual, troublemakers. 
They cleverly played on three themes, juggling each one to fit the 
mood of the moment. One was international communism and its 
benefits, the second was a latent anti-Americanism still virulent in 
Japan and the third was the usual appeal to the disenfranchised and 
disgruntled. 

“The Japanese Communist Party has been at a standstill for some 
years,” Hawk said. “They need something really big and dramatic to 
capture the attention and the applause of the Japanese people. Lately 
they’ve been making big noises about how the United States is going 
to be forced to pull back out of the Pacific. They’ve been intimating, 
rather unsubtly, that they can accomplish what the Emperor’s military 
might couldn’t do. And Hawaii is supposed to be the jumping-off 
point. In fact, incredible as it may sound, they’re boasting about 
pushing the islands to the bottom of the sea.” 

“How does this tie in with volcanoes that erupt?” I asked. 

“Maybe it doesn’t,” Hawk said. “Maybe they’ve got hold of some 
geological secrets we don’t know about and intend to capitalize on 
them. But Inura was disturbed and if he’s disturbed, I’m disturbed. 
Anyway, you pay attention when someone threatens to sink one of the 
states in America.” 

I had never met Cato Inura, but he was highly regarded in 
intelligence circles as one of the better men on the scene. Moreover, in 
his own sphere, he knew his people and the emotional and political 
climate. 

“Well, what are you waiting for?” Hawk asked. “You don’t have a 
lot of time to make the plane. I’m staying here a while, till they close. 
I love this place.” 

I turned and started to leave. “Anything else, sir?” I asked in 
parting. 

“Bring me back some volcanic cinder,” he said. “It makes great 
mulch for the garden.” 

I went off grumbling to myself. I knew Hawk never sent a top 
agent on anything he didn’t feel strongly about and, let’s face it, I was 
one of his very top operatives. Modesty has its place but so does truth. 
Hawk knew it and so did I, and it made our relationship what it was, a 
thing of respect often masquerading in a kind of intellectual fencing. 


He had his uncanny radar for spotting trouble, and he knew if it was 
really there, ’d uncover it and wrestle with the results. 

I walked through the museum unmindful of its treasures now, my 
mind on Hawk. When I reached the street, the sky had turned an ugly 
brown and I felt a drop of rain on my face. A cab pulled up and I 
slammed in. The weather wasn’t helping my disposition. 

I gave the cabbie my address and he took off smoothly, rounding a 
neat curve at the next comer. I closed my eyes and concentrated on 
Dottie Thompson, the blonde who still thought she was going to see 
me tonight. I wasn’t looking forward to canceling that date. 

The taxi was a big old-fashioned one and I stretched my legs out 
and sank deeper into the seat. The car hit a pothole and my head 
jerked forward suddenly. My eyes focused on the door and I noticed 
that the door handle on my side had got lost somewhere. I shifted 
around. All the handles seemed to be missing, on both the doors and 
the windows. 

I came wide awake. Maybe it was just a broken-down old taxi that 
nobody had bothered to keep up. But without a single exit in sight, I 
began to doubt it. I took out my gun, resting it on my lap. I leaned 
forward to speak to the driver but a glass partition, installed in all 
New York cabs of late to stall would-be holdup men, prevented me 
from reaching him. 

I rapped on the partition but the driver seemed oblivious of me. He 
turned another corner and I saw where he was heading—uptown, to a 
desolate stretch of roadway near the Hudson River where whatever 
was going to happen would happen without too much interference 
from traffic. 

A strange, acrid smell began to fill the cab and the driver put on 
more speed. I couldn’t see or hear anything but the smell was getting 
stronger all the time. My head was feeling curiously light and my lids 
weighed about a hundred pounds each; I wasn’t going to be able to 
keep them open much longer. 

I aimed a shot at the cab driver’s beefy neck but it bounced 
harmlessly off the bullet-proof glass partition between us. And the 
acrid gas that was filling the inside of the cab was not letting up. 

My head was swimming and I was barely able to focus on the red 
fight looming ahead. The cabbie shot past it at top speed and from a 
great distance I could hear the wail of a siren. Somehow I twisted 
around and thought I saw a police car zooming after us. I tried to 
smile but I don’t think my muscles were cooperating. Sonofabitch, I 
thought fuzzily, ran through a red light and now the New York cops 
were going to get him and incidentally save me. 

The cab pulled sharply over to the curb and the driver took off at 
top speed just as the cops arrived. I was too weak and groggy to 


follow the next couple of moves but the sharp whine of a gun pulled 
me back. A ruddy face was peering into mine and strong fingers were 
opening my shirt and tie. “Wha ... what happened?” I said to the cop 
trying to help me. “That’s what we would like to know,” he said. 
“Why was that cabbie running like that?” 

I shook my head trying to clear it. “You okay, buddy?” the 
policeman said. “I think my partner could use some help finding that 
driver. Suppose I leave you here for a while, huh? Just don’t move, I’ll 
be back and I want to talk to you.” 

I nodded and watched him double time up the street. I staggered to 
my feet and took off in the opposite direction. 

I got another cab a couple of blocks away and finally made it 
home. When I reached my place, the blue telephone in the desk 
drawer was ringing and I picked it up to hear Hawk’s voice.” 

“It might help if you knew where to meet Inura,” he said with 
some asperity. “I had other things on my mind,” I answered and could 
hear the sharpness in my own voice. It brought Hawk up short; he 
knew something had happened as I usually hold on to my cool. 

“What is it, Nick?” he asked. “I had company, right after I left you 
this afternoon,” I said and described my recent cab ride. “I think you'll 
have to explain some things to the New York City Police Department,” 
I told Hawk. 

“We'll take it care of it,” he said. “In the meantime you better 
concentrate on Inura. He’s in a small cottage fronting Waikiki; cottage 
number twelve, got it?” 

I had it and hung up. I changed, strapped Wilhelmina, my faithful 
9mm Luger, in her shoulder holster again and slipped on my jacket. 
Wilhelmina was as much a part of me as my skin; she hadn’t been 
much help in the cab but, while great, she was not a miracle worker. 
Still, her only rival was Hugo, strapped onto my forearm, in his pencil- 
thin sheath. The stilleto was a perfectly balanced, finely tempered 
steel, an instrument of silent death. Together, they had often been 
worth six men to me. 

I didn’t spend any more time on the taxi, not even to wonder how 
they got to me or if it had anything to do with my new assignment. 
The office boys at AXE would follow up on all the details. I needed all 
my energy and intellect for what was coming up, not for what had 
passed. You quickly learn not to dwell on the past in this business. 

I called Dottie Thompson from the airport, deciding that the sound 
of aircraft engines and flight announcements would add a note of 
urgency to the whole thing. She listened to my profuse apologies and 
said only three words: “Don’t hurry back.” I crossed her name out of 
my little black book as I strolled to the flight ramp. 

The flight to San Francisco was uneventful, but there was a wait 


between planes. While I waited, the fog rolled in, and everyone sat 
around watching the terminal buildings and the hangars disappear 
one by one. Finally they announced that flight 667 would not leave 
for two hours. 

Two hours—hah! This soup would be just settling down in two 
hours. There was no wind and not even the hint of one on its way. I 
hate sitting around airport terminals so I took a walk along the edge 
of the field, savoring the damp wetness of the fog, pulling my jacket 
collar up around my neck. In the fog, the brilliant fluorescent runway 
approach lights were huge mushrooms of bluish mist. As I moved 
along the edge of the field, skirting one of the diffused, fluorescent 
fungi, I saw the girl appear at the other side of the light. I couldn’t see 
her face but from the frightened-deer way she ran, casting glances 
behind her, I smelled trouble. She saw me just as I saw the shadowy 
shape of other figures running after her in the fog. She headed for me, 
crying out. She wore a trench coat and a floppy rain hat, and I 
couldn’t see much else except dark hair falling to her shoulders. 

“Please,” she gasped. “Which way is the terminal building? I’ve got 
to get on flight 667.” 

I saw wide eyes and a pretty nose but the floppy rain-hat cast a big 
shadow down over her face. Looking past her I saw first two figures, 
then a third, move into the blue haze of the runway fight. She glanced 
around, saw them, and looked up at me. 

“Please help me,” she said. “I’ll explain later. Please.” 

The first two men had come up now, and one of them grabbed at 
her arm, yanking her back. She leaned down and sunk her teeth into 
his hand. He yelled and let go. She tried to run, but the second one 
grabbed her while the other slapped her hard across the face. “Bitch,” 
he growled. “Knock it off or you’ll get hurt.” 

“Let me go,” she yelled, kicking him in the shins. “I’m taking that 
plane.” 

I decided I’d seen enough and moved forward. “Hold it right 
there,” I said quietly. “What’s all this about?” 

The first one fastened me with a hard look. I sized them up 
quickly, noting the heavy-set, immobile expressions of hired strong- 
arm boys. 

“Buzz off, Mac,” the first one growled. 

“Why are you trying to stop her from taking the plane she wants to 
take?” I asked. 

“Butt out, stupid,” the nearest one said, starting to advance 
menacingly. “None of your damn business.” 

“It’s become my business,” I said evenly. “Question of situation 
ethics.” 

The first one frowned in bewilderment. “Don’t waste time with the 


creep,” the second one said. “Get rid of him.” 

But the girl took advantage of their momentary inattention and 
brought the heel of her shoe down hard onto the instep of the one 
holding her. He yelled in pain, cursing, as she tore away and started to 
race out onto the airfield. I saw her figure start to vanish in the fog, 
running toward the twinkling red and yellow wing lights of an 
airliner. I looked again and saw the lights moving. The big plane was 
being slowly taxied across the field in the fog, and I heard the sound 
of the engine. It was a prop jet and the propellers would be whirring, 
not at top speed of course, but enough to slice a man in halves, 
quarters and eighths. I started after the girl, and the three hoods took 
after us both. 

She had vanished in the fog, but I could hear the sound of her 
heels on the runway. She was heading for the plane, hoping to find 
help, no doubt. I put on more speed. I was catching up to her and saw 
the end of her trench coat flying behind her. But the airliner was 
nearly atop her, moving slowly, its searchlights cutting a white haze 
through the fog far over her head. They would never see her. They 
wouldn’t figure anyone to be out on the field, in the first place, and 
certainly not in this pea-souper. A heavy bank of fog rolled over us 
just as I caught up to her, yanking her back by the arm. 

“Hold it, dammit!” I said, yelling now over the roar of the props. 
“It’s me.” 

She turned and I could see relief in the deep pools of her eyes. I 
couldn’t see the wing of the airliner now, but I could feel the 
movement of the air being stirred. 

“Drop!” I yelled, yanking her off her feet. I hit the ground holding 
her on top of me and I felt, more than saw, the giant wing slowly 
move over us. The fog churned away enough in the wind of the prop 
to give us a glimpse of the whirring blades as they passed overhead. I 
couldn’t hear the footsteps of our pursuers but suddenly I heard a 
scream, high-pitched, only a brief-instant long, and then it was cut off 
in the noise of the engine. I slid the girl from atop me and put one 
hand over her mouth in a gesture of silence. She lay without making a 
sound. As the airliner moved off in the fog, the noise of the engines 
being quickly absorbed by the dense atmosphere, I heard an 
awestruck voice. 

“Jesus,” it gasped. “It was Charley. He ran into it.” 

“Where is he?” another shaken voice asked. 

“IT don’t know, somewhere around here. Where’s the dame?” 

“T don’t know, but let’s find the little bitch,” the other answered. 
“Let’s find her for Charley.” 

I saw the fog lifting, a slight patch of it starting to wisp away. It 
would return in moments, but the patch of clear air was all they 


needed. They spotted us as I did them, two of them huddled together. 
I didn’t bother looking around for the third one, or more correctly, 
what was left of him. 

“There they are,” the one yelled. “Get ’em!” They came at a rush. I 
stayed on one knee and shot a glance at the girl who was up on one 
elbow, fright lining her face again. 

“You stay put and don’t run off again,” I growled at her. I waited 
till the both of them were almost atop us and then I dived, not 
upwards as they’d expected but straight ahead. Slamming in between 
them, knee-high, I got an arm around one leg of each and drove 
forward. Both of them went down and I rolled to the right, slamming 
out to catch the nearest one with a straight-armed karate blow that 
didn’t quite hit the mark. It came close enough to his neck to send him 
sprawling in numbing pain. The other one was fumbling to get a gun 
out of his hip pocket when I came out of a crouch with a hard, looping 
right that caught him flush on the jaw. He flew backwards, and I saw 
the gun skitter off into the fog. I went after him and avoided a kick in 
the stomach. For a fairly short, overweight little hood, he moved fast 
enough, probably in frightened desperation. He got to his feet and 
came in, bull-like, swinging wildly. I met his rush with a hard, short 
uppercut and he shuddered and came to a halt. A tremendous left 
hook dumped him on his face after lifting him two feet into the air. I 
glanced at the girl and saw her eyes widen, her mouth begin to cry 
out in alarm. I whirled and caught a roundhouse blow on the temple. 
He’d recovered faster than I had expected. 

I went back with the blow, rolled to the left and feinted. He shot 
out another right and I pulled away from it and kept back-pedaling. 
He came in, recklessly now, and I stepped inside his roundhouse blow 
to sink my fist into his soft belly. I heard the breath go out of him like 
a deflated balloon. As he doubled over I brought up a hard, short 
right. He went down, stiffened out and lay still. 

I turned to the girl and saw her standing, watching and the fog 
closed in once again. 

“Thank you,” she said. 

“Come on,” I answered, ‘let’s get out of here. There’s no hurry 
though. Flight 667 isn’t taking off in this fog. Nothing is. And you can 
stop trembling. They’ll be out of action for a while.” 

“Tt’s not just that,” she said, her body shaking under the touch of 
my hand on her shoulder. “I was thinking of that ... that other man. It 
... it would have been me if it weren’t for you.” 

“Maybe not,” I said. “As for him, it’s no great loss to the world, I’m 
sure.” I saw her glance up at me and frown. 

“You’re a calloused one, aren’t you?” she said. “But I owe you an 
explanation and you’ll get one. First though, let me check in for the 


flight at the terminal.” 

“Sure,” I agreed. “I’ll walk back with you. It’s my flight, too.” 

We walked back through the fog together and I heard her more 
than I saw her. She had a soft voice, a voice with a velvet cover over 
it. An oasis of light in the fog loomed up before us and we entered the 
terminal. She whisked off the sloppy hat and the trench coat, and the 
transformation was more than startling. She shook the wetness of the 
fog from her hair, and I saw a cascade of shining, black curls. When 
she raised her head to look at me I gazed at eyes of deepest brown, a 
thin, small nose that ended in slightly flared nostrils, eyebrows that 
arched at the ends to give a faintly elfin expression. Her beauty was 
enhanced by satin-smooth skin with a faint, copper tint that, even 
under the electric lights, made her look sunswept and terribly alive. 
She was, I guessed, Hawaiian, with that mixture of races which 
resulted in monumentally beautiful women. I saw traces of 
Polynesian, Oriental and Caucasian in her face. She wore a simple 
white dress with a loose belt of brass rings and the dress clung to her 
as a leaf clings to a branch, protective yet inviting. 

“T feel better now,” he said, after she had checked in at the desk. 
She came over to me in a slow, sensual glide, her smile the bursting of 
a sunbeam. The public-address system cut off her next sentence. 

“Attention, please,” an amplified voice said. “We regret that due to 
weather conditions flight 667 has been rescheduled to leave at seven- 
thirty tomorrow morning. All available rooms at the Golden Airport 
Motel directly across from the flight tower have been reserved for 
your convenience. Please check into the motel at once and claim your 
rooms. Thank you.” 

The girl’s smile had changed to wide-eyed apprehension instantly. 

“You afraid of your friends?” I asked. 

“They'll try to stop me again,” she whispered, her hand on my arm 
starting to tremble. 

“Now, calm down,” I said, reassuringly, “and give me that 
explanation you promised. “We’ll walk over to the motel and you can 
talk to me there.” 

She slipped on the sloppy hat and trench coat again as we went out 
into the fog and I found her arm in mine. 

“My name is Iolana Kamu,” she said. “I’m on my way to the 
islands... home.” 

“Apparently somebody doesn’t want you to go there.” 

“My father,” she said, her tone growing angry. “I wish I knew why. 
I know what he’s told me and what we’ve fought about, but I think 
there’s more to it.” 

“What has he told you and what have you fought about?” I 
questioned. 


“T’ve been studying on the mainland; I want to teach,” she began. 
“But I want to teach in the islands. God knows there’s plenty need of 
it. My father says I should teach here. That’s the immediate reasons he 
gives me, but we’ve always argued. My father owns a large pineapple 
plantation and he’s done very well, but he lives in the past. He doesn’t 
like anything that’s going on today in the islands. He told me I’m not 
to return till he tells me. I told him to go to hell and was on my way 
back. He hired those ... those goons to stop me.” 

“Rather extreme, don’t you think?” I commented. 

“Not if you know my father,” she said. “He’s a very strong and 
strong-minded man. No one crosses him.” 

“Except you.” I grinned. 

“Except me,” she said. “That’s why we’ve fought ever since I grew 
old enough to have a mind of my own.” 

“Are you really afraid they'll try again to get you?” I asked. 

“Terrified,” she answered. 

“Well, we can do this,” I said. “I’ll get the room and we'll share it. I 
can sleep on the sofa, assuming there is one. Or the floor. It doesn’t 
much matter. That way you won’t be alone.” 

She gazed at me reflectively, studying me. I grinned at her and 
held her glance. I wasn’t about to help her out. 

“All right,” she said, finally. “It’s a deal. I’d be grateful to you.” 

“Sure now?” I asked. “Sometimes the cure is worse than the 
disease. This could be one of those cases.” 

She gazed at me levelly. “I don’t think so,” she said slowly. 

“Okay,” I said. “The name is Nick ... Nick Carter. And ’m on my 
way to Hawaii too, to see a man from Japan.” 

“That’s nice,” she said, shooting me a sideways glance. “But it 
doesn’t tell me anything about what you do.” 

“Tm an amateur geologist,” I said, seizing on that as a convenient 
out. 

“You’re not an amateur anything, Nick,” she snapped. 

I suggested a nightcap after claiming the room, and we went into 
the motel bar. Heads turned as I walked in with Iolana. Even the 
women paused to stare in the mixture of envy and dislike only women 
can muster. 

“Do you think they’ll try again?” she asked me over drinks. “The 
hoods, I mean.” 

“Possibly,” I said calmly. “It'll be easy for them to find us. The 
airline makes no secret of where they’ve sent their passengers. But I 
doubt it, actually.” 

I saw her face relax. “You said you wondered why your father 
really wanted you to stay away from the islands,” I commented. 
“What do you think are his real reasons?” 


Her brow furrowed. God, she was an enticing dish, a little girl 
mixed with a touch of seductiveness. 

“T don’t know,” she answered. “Maybe just because I want to 
return. He can be like that. And maybe because someone else has 
convinced him to keep me away.” 

She didn’t elaborate on that and I decided not to press it. “Let’s 
dance,” I said, pulling her to her feet. There was a juke box in one 
corner and I fed its hungry slot. In my arms, she moved close and 
danced tight against me. I could feel the two soft tips of her breasts 
brushing against my shirt. 

She moved in tighter and I felt the smooth softness of her under 
my hand at her waist. Those deep brown eyes would glance up at me 
from beneath the arched eyebrows, half innocence and half siren. I 
wondered, idly, which she was really or if such a mixture was 
possible. 

It was getting late, and we did face an early and possibly uncertain 
morning. We returned to the room and she tried to mask a slight 
uneasiness. She wasn’t that successful. 

“T usually sleep in my shorts or less,” I told her. “In deference to 
company, I’ll stick to shorts tonight. Do you want to undress first?” 

“No ... Pll wait,” she said quietly. I switched off the light, leaving 
only the yellow ray shining from the bathroom. When I was in my 
shorts, I moved to the couch, taking the top coverlet from the bed. I 
noticed Iolana watching me and thought I saw approval in her eyes 
though it was hard to tell in the three-quarter darkness. 

“You are beautiful,” she suddenly said. It startled me. 

“Your body is beautiful,” she murmured. “In Hawaii, where once 
we wore few clothes, we have come to appreciate the beauty of the 
body as a thing of itself. And you have a Hawaiian’s body.” 

“Whatever that means,” I commented, facing her. 

“In the states I saw many men with powerful physiques, huge 
muscles built up by exercise and weights,” she said. “But they were all 
bulging overdeveloped bodies. In Hawaii, our powerful kanakas have 
sleekly muscled bodies such as yours, the power of a panther, not of a 
bulldozer.” 

She turned abruptly, as though she were almost afraid to continue 
any further, and hurried into the bathroom. She switched off the 
bathroom light when she emerged but enough illumination was 
reflected from the neon sign outside the window for me to see she had 
on only a slip. She stood looking at me for a moment. 

“Come here,” I said from the couch. She came over on silent, bare 
feet and stood at the side of the couch where I lay, looking down at 
me. I could see the steady rise and fall of her breasts, see the tips of 
her nipples jutting out against the thin fabric of the slip. Her eyes 


were slightly narrowed, her lips parted. I sat up, reached out and 
pulled her down beside me. My hand found her left breast. God, she 
was perfectly formed, round, full, firmly placed softness warm under 
my touch. She pushed my hand away but didn’t get up and her eyes, 
even in the dark, had a soft moistness to them. 

“No,” she murmured. “Please ... no.” She spoke with an effort, 
tearing the words out from deep down inside her. 

I let go of her wrist. “Go to sleep, Iolana,” I said, smiling at her. 
She leaned down and brushed my face with her lips, the softest, 
gossamer-light hint of a kiss, and her fingers moved down my face 
with the touch of a butterfly’s wings. She slipped into the bed, a 
promise of something yet to be. 


Chapter II 


When we walked from the motel in the morning the sun was out 
burning off the remains of the fog. I had been up first and dressed 
quickly, slipping on Hugo in his sheath around my forearm and 
donning Wilhelmina. When Iolana emerged from the bathroom, I was 
all set to go. She wore a coral sweater and a half-slip, the sweater 
drawn tight in tantalizing fashion by her full breasts. Down, boy, I 
murmured, as I watched her put on a skirt. Then she came up to me 
and I found her arms encircling my neck. Her eyes gazed up at me. 

“Thanks for last night,” she said. “For being everything you were 
and doing everything you did.” 

“All right, honey,” I grinned at her. “But that was last night. I 
resigned from the knighthood business this morning. Too frustrating. 
It’s a new ball game from here on.” 

“Tm all for that,” she said, spinning away and taking up her purse 
and small tote bag. As we crossed the street to the airport, I felt her 
hand on my arm suddenly tighten. I followed her glance and saw 
three figures standing by the car, watching us. One of them, I noted 
with a smile, had his arm in a sling. I gazed at them and my eyes held 
out an invitation. They glanced nervously at each other, murmured 
and stayed by the car. As I'd figured, like most hired hands, they 
weren’t about to risk their necks beyond a certain point. 

The jetliner left with Iolana in the seat beside me. We both dozed 
during the flight, but when we neared Hawaii I watched her 
excitement and animation grow. As the jet began to slowly drop in 
altitude I gazed down over the blue Pacific to where I could make out 
the small dots of land in the distance. As we neared our destination I 
thought of how many misconceptions were still held about our fiftieth 
state. Actually, Hawaii is eight separate islands, seven of them 
inhabited, stretching in a slightly curved line. Hawaii itself is the 
largest of the islands but not, as most Americans believe, the main hub 
of the state’s activities. What most people mean when they speak of 
Hawaii is really the island of Oahu where we would soon be landing. 
It is Oahu that boasts the largest city in the state, Honolulu. It is Oahu 
where the graceful luxury cruise ships put in to port. Waikiki Beach is 
on Oahu, as are Pearl Harbor, Diamond Head, the Kaena Missile 
Tracking Station and the University of Hawaii. As the jet set down on 
the runway of Honolulu International Airport I gazed at the crowds 
gathered outside, and I was reminded of the racial melting-pot that 
made up the population of Hawaii. Thirty-two per cent of the island’s 
population was of Japanese extraction, twenty-nine per cent of 


Caucasion background. Filipinos made up eleven per cent of the 
people while six per cent were of Chinese origin. Only two per cent 
were of pure Hawaiian, Polynesian extraction. 

When we'd left the plane, Iolana made me promise that I’d visit 
her at her father’s plantation in the mountains. Uncertain of what lay 
in store for me here, I told her I was staying at the Royal Hawaiian. 
She brushed my cheek with her lips, a butterfly’s touch again, and was 
gone. I watched her walk to the curb and get into a taxi, her willow- 
wand legs momentarily exposed. 

After checking in at the Royal Hawaiian I hailed a taxi and went to 
Waikiki Beach, to cottage number twelve where Cato Inura was 
staying, presumably a Japanese businessman relaxing. The cab drove 
past the gentle crescent of the famed beach and I leaned back to see 
the towering form of Diamond Head marking the island of Oahu for 
every seafarer to sail these waters. The cottages were set back from 
the beachfront along a street that paralleled the beach. I got out of the 
cab, found number 12 and knocked at the door. I had to knock again 
before the door was opened and I faced a thin unsmiling man in an 
open-necked shirt and a white suit. 

“Cato Inura?” I asked. He said nothing but his eyes bored into me. 

“Nick Carter ... AXE,” I said. I produced my credentials and he 
studied them at length. Finally he opened the door wider. 

“Please come in,” he said. He was very different from what I’d 
expected. He was tall for a Japanese. In fact, he looked more like a 
mixture from the islands than a pure Japanese. His frame was thin and 
angular with a somewhat hollow-cheeked face. A small scar traveled 
horizontally over his right eyebrow and there was a grimness to his 
mouth. 

“Forgive me,” he said. “I am surprised to see you here in Hawaii.” 

“Didn’t Hawk tell you he was sending me?” 

Cato Inura shook his head. “No, he did not,” he said. “In fact, I am 
wondering just why he did send you.” 

“Your phone call to him,” I said in some surprise. “He had the 
distinct impression that you expected trouble and asked for a meeting. 
He said that was the reason for your trip to Hawaii.” 

Inura laughed. “My visit here is purely routine,” he said. “I believe 
your Hawk misinterpreted our entire phone conversation.” 

“What about all this sudden volcanic activity?” I asked. “He 
indicated that you had something to tell me about it and that you 
were concerned over it.” 

“Why, I was only joking with him in my references to it,” Inura 
smiled, somewhat chidingly. “There may be some temporarily unusual 
activity, but certainly I wouldn’t know why. That’s a problem for the 
geologists and scientists. I’m afraid that Hawk is becoming something 


of an alarmist.” 

I found myself frowning. One thing Hawk wasn’t was an alarmist. 
He wasn’t prone to misinterpret anything either. I didn’t get this at all. 
Inura stood up. 

“Tf my little call to your chief in any way caused this unfortunate 
effort on your part,” he said, “please accept my apologies. I can only 
suggest you enjoy yourself while you’re here and return to the 
mainland at your convenience. I will write to Hawk myself.” 

“Tm at a loss for words,” I admitted. “He went on at length about 
how you had spoken to him about your fears that the Japanese 
Communist Party was going to try to pull off something spectacular.” 

Inura pursed his lips thoughtfully. “Well, we did discuss that,” he 
said. “But I referred to their actions in Japan only. At least, that’s 
what I meant. However, I am happy to have met you, Mr. Carter. I 
have heard much about you.” 

Moments later I found myself walking along the curving street 
bordering the beach, still frowning, muttering to myself. If Hawk had 
misinterpreted Inura’s phone call, it had been a history-making first. If 
ever there was a canny, intuitive, shrewd operator, it was Hawk. He 
was particularly adept at being able to ferret out an implied message, 
the truth hiding behind the facade of language. Yet Hawk had said it 
had been a guarded conversation over an open transpacific line. There 
was always the possibility that he had misinterpreted the conversation 
but it was hard as hell for me to believe it. I decided to hail a cab and 
look up Johnny Kai. I often put something troublesome aside for a few 
hours to return to it later with a fresher, clearer mind. 

At the Oahu Police Headquarters in a low-roofed building I found 
that Lieutenant Johnny Kai was now Captain Kai. I gave my name to a 
round-faced little girl in a reception room, and in seconds the door to 
the inner office flew open. I heard his roaring voice reach out before I 
saw him emerge from his office. 

“TI don’t believe it,” the voice shouted. “You old sonofabitch!” A 
trim, fit, powerfully built figure rushed out at me and grabbed me ina 
bear-hug embrace. He had hardly changed, short but in condition 
always, looking even fitter in his gold-badged uniform. A Hawaiian of 
Japanese ancestry, Johnny Kai had been a star athlete at the 
University of Southern California, ace swimmer, track star and broad- 
jump medalist. 

“Why didn’t you tell me you were coming?” he bellowed. 

“T hardly had time to tell myself,” I answered. “Why didn’t you tell 
me you made captain, you old bastard? The mails not working any 
longer?” 

He grinned. “Too busy,” he said. “I was in New York one week and 
called you, but you were out, chasing down somebody in some 


forsaken spot in the globe. 

“What are you doing here now?” he said. “Business, I’d bet on that. 
Is this an official visit I’m getting?” 

“No, you son-of-a-gun.” I laughed. “But as to what I’m doing here, 
that’s a good question. I thought I knew but I’ve just come from a 
meeting with Cato Inura of Japanese Intelligence, and now I’m not 
sure of anything much.” 

“Cato Inura?” Johnny Kai frowned. “He’s in Hawaii? I didn’t know 
it. You spy-boys slip in and out of countries like ghosts. How is the old 
duffer? Fat and chubby as ever?” 

“Fat and chubby?” I said, feeling my body tense up. “You know 
Cato Inura?” 

“T’ve known Cato for years,” Johnny Kai answered. “He’s always 
had a weight problem with the roly-poly little body of his. Sometimes 
he looks wider than he is tall.” 

I thought back to the man I’d spoken to at the cottage. No matter 
how much he ate, he’d never be fat and chubby. His body structure 
made that an impossibility. He had a lean, angular frame, an 
ectomorphic body structure. 

“Goddammit to hell,” I exploded, leaping toward the door. “T’ll be 
back,” I yelled to Johnny Kai’s raised eyebrows, nearly bowling over 
two of his men as I raced out. I hailed a cab passing the Police 
Headquarters and leaped in. 

“Waikiki,” I yelled at him. “Put that pedal on the floor and keep it 
there. This is official U.S. Government business.” The driver took one 
look back at me and did what he was told. “Dammit! Dammit! 
Dammit!” I swore aloud. I didn’t know whether I was madder at the 
character in the cottage or at myself. A number of things can make me 
see red but being taken in is near the top of the list. But I wasn’t only 
seething, I was deeply concerned. The bastard obviously wasn’t Inura. 
I'd surprised him, whoever he was, and he’d played it very coolly. He 
had smoothly conned me into leading the conversation, and he’d 
picked up his cues without the hint of a fumble. The cab neared the 
cottage and I leaned forward, peering ahead. I saw two figures 
running from the cottage toward an old Hudson sedan waiting at the 
curb, facing the wrong way. One of the figures I recognized instantly 
as my white-suited impersonator. A third man was at the wheel of the 
Hudson. From the way the cab was coming at them they realized what 
had happened, and I saw the man at the wheel of the Hudson switch 
on the ignition. 

“Stop!” I yelled at the cabbie. I didn’t want to go whizzing by them 
as they took off. The taxi skidded to a halt and I leaped out, 
Wilhelmina in hand. The old Hudson was roaring from the curb, 
headed toward me as I ran into the street directly in its path. I took 


aim and let go at the driver. I knew I’d missed as I saw him duck his 
head low behind the dashboard. The shot crashed through the 
windshield, but he had set the old car on course and held the wheel 
steady from his position crouched low behind the dash. I had to dive 
to one side as the car hurtled right at me, doing a roll and a flip on the 
pavement. I came up firing, but the Hudson had roared by and took 
the next corner on two wheels as my shots slammed into the fender 
overhang and just missed the rear tire. 

It roared out of sight around the corner, and I cast a glance over at 
the cabbie, debating briefly whether to try and give chase. He sat 
congealed behind the wheel in absolute terror. 

“Forget it,” I sighed and put the Luger back into its shoulder 
holster. By the time I got the cab turned around and headed after 
them, they’d be beyond finding. I pressed the fare into the cabbie’s 
trembling hand and walked into the cottage. Cato Inura still wasn’t 
there, but the place was a shambles. They’d searched every corner. 
They’d taken out every one of the books on the shelves. Clothes were 
scattered and torn on the floor, and his suitcase was ripped apart. A 
briefcase had been cut through and torn in sections. The man I’d taken 
to be Inura had apparently been about to begin his search when I 
arrived. A few minutes later and I’d have discovered what was going 
on. Perhaps a few minutes earlier ’'d have met the real Inura. 

Two questions revolved in my mind. Where was the real Cato 
Inura, and what were they searching for? Whatever it was, I didn’t 
think they’d found it by the looks of the place. I couldn’t be sure, of 
course. If they hadn’t found it, so much to the good. They’d have to 
try again. As for Inura, perhaps he had learned they were going to 
descend on him and pulled a temporary vanishing act. I called Johnny 
Kai from the phone inside the room and told him what had happened. 
I asked him to leave everything just as it was until Cato Inura showed 
up or until I could develop some further leads. 

“Sure, Nick,” he agreed. “I’ll have a twenty-four-hour-a-day guard 
on the place with orders that you’re the only one to be admitted. 
Nothing will be touched. Meanwhile, I’ll put an all-points bulletin out 
on Inura. Maybe he went into hiding.” 

“Maybe,” I said. “But it doesn’t add up. He’d be trying to contact 
me, I’m sure. No, I’d say it’s more likely they have him some place and 
haven’t been able to get him to talk yet.” 

“Keep in touch, Nick,” Johnny said. 

I headed back to the hotel in another cab. When I got there I found 
I had a visitor waiting, a vision in a bare-backed, deep-blue dress with 
gold edging around a very low-cut bodice. Her breasts swelled up 
from the neckline, twin mounds of smooth, thrusting, tantalizing 
beauty. The faint, copper sheen of her skin added a vibrancy to her 


beauty, an exciting, titillating quality. It was almost impossible not to 
reach out to touch her skin. 

“T’ve come to bring you to dinner,” she announced, hooking an 
arm into mine. “I hope yow’re not busy tonight. Father wants to meet 
you. I told him how you handled those hoods at the airport.” 

“And he wants to meet me?” I. said dubiously. “Even though I 
loused up his plans for you?” 

Iolana laughed. “Oh, that’s all right,” she answered cheerfully. 
“Father’s not like that. I’m here. He lost that round, and that much is 
over and done with.” 

“Td like to shower and change first,” I said. 

“T'll wait,” she answered, and I went up to my room to do just that. 
Changed and refreshed, with my shirt still to put on, I went into the 
living room and saw Iolana’s eyes appreciatively survey my chest. 

“Here, let me,” she said, getting up as I took a fresh shirt from my 
small traveling bag. I picked up Hugo and strapped the stiletto in its 
sheath to my forearm. Her eyes watched with more than passing 
interest. 

“Do all amateur geologists wear things like that?” she asked 
quietly. I smiled. 

“T wouldn’t know,” I said. “This one does. It’s come in very handy 
on a number of occasions, digging things out from under rocks and 
stuff like that.” 

I was sure she didn’t believe a damn word of what I’d said, but she 
didn’t say anything more. Her fingers moved across my shoulders, 
lightly and gently, yet filled with electricity. She let her hands move 
down my shoulder blades and across my back. 

“You'd better cut that out or you can forget about going to dinner 
at your father’s,” I warned her. She stopped and came around in front 
of me to look at me with those arched eyebrows. 

“I just wanted to see if your skin was as smooth as it looked. Here’s 
your shirt.” 

She helped me slip into the shirt and then spun away while I 
finished dressing. I got my jacket, put on Wilhelmina unobserved and 
we went down to her car, a small Toyota. 

I wondered what kind of a dinner this was going to be as I glanced 
at the girl sitting beside me. She was terribly feminine, almost fragile, 
yet there was also a stubborn, determined strength about her. It was 
clear that her relationship with her father was tempestuous, and yet I 
sensed something deeper, something she hadn’t touched upon to me. 
It wasn’t simply the headstrong girl and the stubborn old man routine. 
There was more to it, I felt certain, under-the-surface currents of real 
turbulence. 


Chapter III 


Iolana was a good driver. She handled the light little Toyota 
smoothly, barreling up the steep and winding mountain roads. We 
soon left the paved section and turned onto smaller dirt roads. When 
we executed a wide turn, I glimpsed a large, flat field set at the 
bottom of a mountain ridge, and I spotted the sharp-edged spiny 
leaves of the pineapple. At the far end of the field I saw a large, low- 
roofed house, and Iolana swung onto a dirt drive that paralleled the 
field and headed toward the house. An open stake truck approached, 
filled with men leaning out over its sides and waving. 

“The pickers quitting for the day,” Iolana explained, moving the 
Toyota as far to the edge of the narrow road as possible. The 
pineapple pickers looked very much like the migrant farm workers of 
the American west and south. Inside the cab of the truck, seated 
beside the driver, I glimpsed a thin, angular-faced man in an open- 
necked shirt. A small horizontal scar over his right eyebrow caught my 
glance. I shot a quick glance at Iolana. She was unconcernedly driving 
along. 

“Who were the men inside the cab of the truck?” I asked, keeping 
my voice casual. “I thought one of them looked like someone I’d met.” 

“The one beside the driver is a field manager for Daddy,” she 
answered at once. “I think his name is Jimono. I really don’t know the 
man. He came to work the year I went off to USG. The other was just 
one of the drivers.” 

I watched her closely, sharply. Her face reflected only an honest 
guilelessness. Either that or she was the best damned actress I’d seen 
in a long time. The man in the truck was the bastard who had conned 
me into thinking he was Inura. The truck had flashed by but I was 
sure of it. I decided to play it cozy and be quiet as a mouse. Suddenly 
there were too many interesting possibilities. If he worked for Iolana’s 
father, did that involve the father in something with him? Not 
necessarily. He could well be involved in something on his own. Or 
were they all involved in something? Hawk once said I’'d suspect my 
own mother and he was unfortunately right. When I was working, I’d 
learned long ago that you’ve got to call the cards as they fall. 
Anything less is an invitation to death. The agent who lets sentiment 
interfere is up for a short career. Death is entirely unsentimental. So— 
if they were all involved, it would mean that the whole bit could have 
been staged to prevent me from ever reaching Hawaii. The New York 
taxi incident and the airport routine could both have been arranged 
for just that purpose. Of course, that would put Iolana in the thick of 


it, which, somehow, didn’t come across right. After years of fencing 
with the best of double-dealers one develops a bird-dog’s nose for that 
sort of thing and she didn’t fit the pattern. 

We drove up a circular driveway to the long, terraced entrance to 
the house. I’d decided to set aside any preconditioned thoughts. I 
wished I could as easily set aside the steel-wire tingling that was now 
a part of me, but I knew that to be impossible. It was always that way 
once my antennae had picked up a danger signal. The house was a 
beautiful piece of architecture, blending the best of Hawaiian grace 
with American efficiency. We went through a tall entranceway flanked 
by two totem-pole carvings. A lovely garden led from both sides of the 
entranceway. Inside, I found myself in a spacious, airy foyer adorned 
with tree ferns and blossoming fuchsia. Thick wooden walls and 
doorways of teak and ohia graced the foyer. 

“Daddy is terribly old-line,” Iolana warned. “You can be prepared 
for a lecture sometime during the evening.” 

A servant bowed as we walked deeper into the house and then, 
from an interior room, Iolana’s father emerged to greet me. He was a 
big man, taller than I, with the shoulders of an ox despite his gray 
hair. He wore wide, loose trousers, almost lounging pajamas, and he 
was bare from the waist up except for a vest-like garment that hung 
open. A long lei of yellow blossoms swung around his neck. His eyes 
were ice-blue, in brilliant contrast to the copper-brown of his skin. 
The regality of his bearing softened the imperiousness that was a part 
of him. 

“Welcome, Mr. Carter,” he said. 

I returned his formal half-bow. A servant appeared with a silver 
tray and four hollowed pineapple cones holding a delightful mixture 
of rum, brandy and pineapple juice. We each took one, and I was 
wondering about the fourth drink when I heard the bright voice at my 
elbow. 

“May I join you?” it said and I turned to see a girl, somewhat taller 
than Iolana, wearing a floor-length dress of white with a red bodice, 
very low-cut and bare shouldered. She was studying me with deep- 
brown eyes, slightly almond shaped, and long, flowing black hair. Her 
breasts billowed half out over the top of the straight line of the bodice 
and she had the same coppery skin tone as Iolana. There the 
resemblence ended. This girl was thinner, fuller busted and with more 
of a willow-wand shape. She was charged with a sensuousness that 
was inescapable. 
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“Ah, Kani,” Iolana’s father said. “Mr. Carter, this is my other 
daughter, Kani.” 

Kani Kamu held my hand for a fraction longer than was necessary, 


and I tried not to show the surprise in my face. I wondered why Iolana 
had mentioned nothing about having a sister. Sibling rivalry? It would 
not be uncommon. This girl was every bit as beautiful as Iolana. 

“Why don’t we have our drinks in the garden?” the father said. He 
had a way of making a suggestion sound like an order, and he led the 
way to a rock garden of such lush profusion it physically assailed the 
senses. Brilliant tropical vegetation contrasted with deep, dark greens. 
Leaves of huge proportions supported bright-winged birds, and a small 
fountain gurgled in the center. Iolana was animated and chattered 
gaily, but I noticed that her eyes swept across mine instead of 
exchanging glances. She had caught the surprise on my face when I’d 
been introduced to Kani. 

“T have heard you are a man of action, Mr. Carter.” Kani Kamu 
laughed and her eyes danced provocatively. “I hope you are around 
when I need rescuing sometime.” 

I had the feeling that she was laughing at me, yet she revealed 
nothing more than charming politeness. 

“T should thank you for your efforts in regard to Iolana,” Kamu 
said, and again I was reminded that this man was not merely a father, 
not merely a plantation owner, but a patriarch of sorts. “Of course, 
you could not know that the men were under inductions not to harm 
her.” 

I was going to tell him that his boys weren’t the kind to follow 
instructions that well, but I decided against it. “I was happy to be of 
service.” I smiled. We finished our drinks at the moment the servant 
came to announce that dinner was ready. Kani swung in alongside me 
while Iolana walked on ahead with her father, looking terribly small 
next to the huge man. 

Dinner was served in a formal dining room of elegance, again 
echoing the profusion of lush floral wealth indigenous to the islands. 
A centerpiece of brilliant, scarlet lehua blossoms adorned the polished 
teak table. I was seated at one end, facing Iolana’s father, while the 
two sisters flanked me. Dinner itself was superb, a delicate ginger-root 
soup followed by a hot Calcutta curry and honeyed duck cooked 
Polynesian style inside huge palm fronds. Iolana and Kani chatted 
with the kind of pleasantness that says something else entirely. 
Occasionally they’d lapse into a Polynesian phrase or two. 

“What do you do, Mr. Carter?” Kamu said suddenly turning to me. 

“Tm a geologist,” I answered blandly, casting a quick glance at 
Iolana. She was sipping from her drink but I saw her eyes meet mine 
over the top of her glass. 

“In fact,” I said, deciding to follow through on this opening, “I 
came because I’d heard there has been an unusual amount of volcanic 
activity lately. How do you explain that, sir?” 


Iolana’s father laughed, throwing his head back, a quietly knowing 
laugh. 

“Pele is letting us know’ of her displeasure,” he said. “Pele is the 
goddess of volcanos. In Hawaiian legends, she makes volcanoes erupt 
and causes land masses to submerge into the sea. She is believed to 
have dwelt at one time or another in every crater of the islands. Many 
islanders still toss a black pig or the berries of the ohelo bush into the 
craters.” 

“Very quaint and colorful,” I said. “But as you are not a believer in 
old legends, you no doubt have some other explanation.” 

The patriarch smiled again. “You jump to conclusions,” he said. “I 
have no other explanations. That one is as good as any. The workings 
of our volcanoes still defy scientific explanation.” 

He stood up, clapped his hands and servants appeared to clear 
away the dishes. His glance told me to follow as he started from the 
room, his head held high, powerful shoulders straight. Iolana 
appeared at my side. 

“You didn’t tell me you had a sister,” I said. “Why not?” 

“It didn’t seem important,” she said, dismissing the subject. I 
wasn’t satisfied with the answer, but her father had halted to wait for 
me and I hurried on. He led me into a large, oblong room with soft, 
golden lights and various objects decorating the walls. 

Kamu gestured me to sit down. “If you are interested in studying a 
crater first-hand, Mr. Carter, you should pay a visit to our own private 
crater at the top of the mountain, directly back of the plantation ... 
Mauna Waikama. I can provide you with guides and a horse.” 

“Td like that very much,” I said, finding no way out of my self- 
imposed role as amateur geologist. Besides, I did want a close look at 
a crater. 

“Good,” Kamu said. “Be here at eight-thirty tomorrow morning and 
Pll have everything ready for you. An early start is most helpful, 
before the sun gets so terribly hot.” 

The girls joined us for brandy, and the old man told them of my 
forthcoming expedition in the morning. Iolana reflected her 
disappointment. She had made an appointment for a job interview in 
Honolulu in the morning. I glanced at my watch. It was getting late, 
and I wanted to get back to call Johnny Kai, hoping he might have 
come up with some word for me. 

“As long as you’re coming back in the morning,” Iolana said, “why 
don’t you just drive my car into the city and then drive it out 
tomorrow?” 

“Great idea,” I said. “It'll save you a trip, too.” 

As Iolana left to get the Toyota, her father bid me good night with 
a formal bow. Kani kissed his cheek and he left us, walking slowly, 


majestically. Kani linked her arm in mine and her smile was dazzling. 
The softness of her left breast pressed against my arm as she leaned 
into me and I let my eyes take in the absolutely beautiful rise of her 
bust over the edge of the dress. 

“Tll walk you out to the driveway,” she said. “I’m very glad you 
came, Nick. I’d like to know more about you though. Could we meet 
sometime in Honolulu while you’re here?” 

I smiled down at her. She was putting out feelers, with a complete 
disregard for Iolana. There was little love lost between these two. I 
decided to play along with her. Maybe she would have something 
worthwhile on that field manager, Jirnono. Yet something told me not 
to press it at the moment. 

“Tm sure it can be arranged,” I said, letting my eyes carry an 
unspoken message. Out of the corner of my eye I saw the Toyota drive 
up. Kani held my arm until I pulled away and her dark eyes were 
provocative and promising. She was fully as beautiful as Iolana but in 
a very different way. For all of Iolana’s arched eyebrows and sultry 
lips, there was a directness about her. Kani, on the other hand, was all 
cat, purring and dangerously exciting. When I reached the car Iolana 
was standing beside it with arms folded across her lovely, thrusting 
breasts, a very large pout clouding her face. 

“T’m sorry I took so long,” she snapped. “Or should I have taken 
longer?” I ignored the unsubtle shaft. 

“T’d still like to know why you never mentioned having a sister,” I 
said. 

“She’s only a half-sister,” Iolana spit out, her eyes darkening. “We 
had different mothers and were very different people.” 

“Tll buy that,” I grinned. I cast a glance back into the garden but 
Kani had gone. I kissed Iolana, letting my lips move from her cheek to 
her luscious mouth, flicking my tongue across her parted lips. I felt a 
quiver shoot through her body, and her hands on my shoulders dug 
deeper. Her eyes were wide as I stepped back and entered the Toyota. 
I doubled up to fit behind the wheel, waved and took off. She watched 
me go, reflected in the rear-view mirror, standing with one leg thrust 
out to the side in tomboy fashion. 

I left the plantation drive and started down the winding hilly road. 
I was traveling fast along a narrow stretch, a sharp drop on the right, 
a steeply sloping hill on my left. Suddenly I braked as my headlights 
caught an old car, a Buick, blocking the road. I came to a halt and 
peered forward. My beams showed there was no one apparently in the 
car. I cut the engine and got out. I was starting toward the car when I 
heard the noise, the rumbling sound of dirt and rocks sliding down the 
side of the hill. I looked up and saw the mass of earth coming down 
on me. I raced around to the other side of the car for some protection. 


It was useless. The boulders and dirt cascaded down, and I felt the car 
toppling over onto me. Dirt, small stones and fair-sized rocks were 
striking me, and I put both arms over my head for protection. My 
shoulders and back cried out in pain, and I felt myself going over the 
edge, flung into space by the weight of the dirt slide. I went down, 
down, bouncing off the side of the hill. I was losing consciousness. A 
rock caught me hard on the top of the head. Everything was dirt and 
rocks and I was swimming in earth. Another rock struck and I went 
out. Dimly, before blacking out completely, I felt myself striking 
something sharp but yielding and then the black curtain descended. 


My closed eyes were reacting to the glare of light. Blackness turned 
to deep purple, then to red and finally to yellow. I opened my eyes. 
Sharp points were sticking into my back and arms and a flashlight 
shone in my face. I began to focus and saw a man, a Japanese, with 
two more heads behind his face. My arms were spread-eagled and 
glancing down, I saw that I’d landed in a clump of pineapple plants, 
the sharp, prickly plants imbedded in my hands, arms and body. 

“Where is it?” the one with the flashlight snarled. I didn’t need a 
diagram to size up the situation. They’d triggered the slide to put me 
just this side of dead and now were after the last-breath third-degree. 
They had miscalculated. ’'d been banged around but I’d been lucky, 
and I was a lot tougher specimen than they realized. But even more 
important, the question told me a lot. Whatever they had searched the 
cottage for they hadn’t found. They thought I had it. I groaned. I could 
feel Wilhelmina in her shoulder holster and Hugo on my forearm. But, 
spread-eagled as I was, I wouldn’t have a chance to get to either. My 
hand opened and closed on something sharp. I felt with my fingers 
and found it was a pineapple. I closed my hand slowly around it. The 
one with the flashlight reached down and pulled my head up. It was 
all I needed. I came up with the pineapple and smashed it into his 
face, seeing the sharp needles plunge into his eyes. He screamed in 
pain, dropped the light and fell back, clutching at his face. 

I had Wilhelmina out in an instant and blazed off two shots. The 
one I’d smashed with the pineapple took the first slug. It knocked him 
back into the other two who went sprawling. The second slug caught 
one of his friends as he tried to pull his own gun. He groaned, more of 
a low scream, and fell on his side, clutching his stomach with both 
hands. The third one was running, trying to get away. I put 
Wilhelmina away and went after him. ’'d a few questions I wanted 
answered, myself. The pineapple bushes tore at my clothes and hands 
and I wasn’t moving very fast. Every bone in my body cried out; I 
knew I was a mass of welts and bruises. The third man was 
clambering up a small indentation in the hillside when I caught up to 


him. He tried a kick, but I yanked at his leg and he came crashing 
down. He was on his feet in an instant and caught me by surprise. 
When he ran I didn’t think he had a gun. The flash of blue-yellow 
flame told me differently, and the bullet went through the shoulder of 
my jacket. I felt the hot, burning, searing pain as it creased my 
shoulder. I hit the ground and fired back, but he had already dived 
away and rolled over. He came up on one knee to fire again but I’d 
followed his move and was ready and waiting. The heavy slugs of the 
Luger hit him like a shovel. He flipped backwards and lay there, 
twitching for a moment. I didn’t bother to see if he were still alive. I 
knew better. All three of them were Japanese or Japanese descent. 
Jimono, I noted before leaving, was not among them. 

The climb up was excruciatingly painful, but I took it slowly. The 
Toyota was crumpled metal at the bottom of the hill, but the old Buick 
was still there. I got in and headed back to Honolulu, wondering if 
Iolana would like an old Buick for a new Toyota. I hoped she had 
insurance. 

When I reached Honolulu, I called Johnny Kai from the hotel and 
told him he’d find three recently demised gentlemen off the road into 
town where a landslide had occurred. Good man, Johnny Kai. He 
didn’t ask a question though I heard him pause for a second. His news 
for me was decidedly unpleasant. 

“Inura was found, Nick,” he said. “His body was washed ashore a 
few hours ago. He’d been killed and dumped at sea.” 

I hung up and poured a bourbon. The three who’d jumped me 
were after whatever it was that Cato Inura had. As they hadn’t found 
it, maybe I could. I had the conviction that it was still in the cottage. 
If so, I could go over the place tomorrow. Johnny, true to his word, 
had put it under a twenty-four-hour-a-day guard. 

I wanted a hot, hot bath, to soak in it and let my aching body 
repair itself in the heat of the water. As I sat in the relaxing tub, I 
wondered about the events of the evening. My attackers had been 
tipped off and were waiting for me to leave the Kamu plantation. They 
could have followed me when I left earlier with Iolana but I doubted 
it. ’d have spotted a tail somewhere along the way on the lonely 
roads. Jimono, the field manager, might have seen me in the car as we 
passed and set up an immediate trap. That possibility was the most 
likely one. And, of course, if Iolana’s father were somehow mixed up 
in this he could have had them all set up and waiting. It was a thought 
I discarded, for the present at least. I couldn’t see any motive for the 
old man getting involved with the Japanese Reds. Still, this thing was 
getting as prickly as a pineapple cone. 


Chapter IV 


The next morning, still bruised and aching, I put in a call for 
Hawk. I wanted to know a lot more about Jimono and his place in the 
Japanese Communist scheme of things. I passed on my request, then 
showered and dressed waiting for AXE Microfilms to dig out the facts. 
The phone rang just as I was brushing my hair. 

“S.I. Jimono,” began the dry voice at the other end of the line, 
“age 45, occupies high position in Japanese party. His presence at 
field of activity indicates important events are to follow. Jimono 
always works with female partner—at times, two or three. He reports 
directly to top man among Japanese Communists, indicating position 
of rare trust.” 

I thanked my informant and replaced the receiver in its cradle. My 
mind shifted to Jimono’s boss, the weird old man behind whatever 
“important event” was to follow, the man Jimono reported to. The 
real power among the Japanese Reds was thought to lie, according to 
our most reliable informants, with an ancient man, now probably 
senile, demanding, and getting, an insane kind of loyalty. Shades of 
Mao Tse-tung, I thought wryly. The worst kind of zealot, our man in 
Japan was said to have locked himself in his room for the past few 
years, communicating through a locked door with a few trusted 
intimates. Ostensibly, he had shut himself away from the world to 
devote his entire life to the furthering of the Communist cause. 
Personally, I was of the opinion—shared by many of my AXE 
colleagues—that he was simply mad. He would occasionally emerge at 
night, to “meditate” under the stars. 

At one point, AXE had a contact man at the very inner core of the 
Japanese Communist Party. But someone—or something—had slipped 
and he had mysteriously committed suicide. There were still sources 
of information available to us, but nothing as reliable, as close to the 
top, as that. So now we relied a little more on ourselves and I thought 
of that insane old man, locked away in some cell-like place in Tokyo, 
planning to sink Hawaii to the bottom of the ocean. If that was 
Jimono’s mission—and I was beginning to believe in it—I had come to 
Japan on a merry-go-round. Science had reached impressive new 
heights, but I couldn’t swallow the Japanese Reds making a huge land 
mass like Hawaii disappear. I didn’t give a damn what the hell they 
were boasting about. 

But if Jimono’s presence meant something big, I still had to find 
out what, and stop paying attention to red herrings. I smiled, despite 
myself, at the unwitting pun. I decided a good spot to start finding 


things out was at the Kamu plantation and went to get my car. 


I tooled the old Buick back along the road to the Kamus. Johnny 
Kai had said to take the car, seeing as how the former owners 
wouldn’t have any use for it. I saw that he had had the spot where I’d 
been attacked cleaned up. Very efficient, Johnny, I murmured. Okay, 
so something big was up. They would never have taken the risk of 
killing Cato Inura if the stakes hadn’t warranted it. But did that mean 
sinking the Hawaiian islands? I shook my head. Inura had been afraid 
of the Japanese Communists, and that was good enough for me. I still 
didn’t see how any volcano activity could fit in with this but, as Hawk 
had pointed out, they could have stumbled onto some geological 
information and intended to capitalize on it. If so, I’d better stumble 
onto it pretty damn fast, myself. I had decided to go over the cottage 
with a fine-tooth comb after my visit to the crater. 

Kani and her father were waiting with the three guides and a 
striking black gelding for me. Iolana was nowhere, and they informed 
me she had already left. I was a little surprised, perhaps even hurt, but 
I said nothing. 

“Have a good trip, Mr. Carter,” Kamu called out as I mounted. 
“Pay attention to the amazing variety of lava you'll find inside the 
crater itself. I'll have a brandy waiting for you when you return.” Kani 
was regarding me with speculative eyes and she smiled, almost 
deferentially, as I started off. She was wearing a one-piece culotte 
outfit but even that didn’t hide her beauty. 

I followed the guides; they were silent and uncommunicative, 
three grizzled men in shirtsleeves and trousers. The trail grew steep 
almost at once and the horses had to pull themselves up with effort. 
We had reached a small plateau, where we paused to rest, when 
suddenly another rider emerged from a wide crevice in the rock. A 
yellow shirt, stretched tight by full, upturned breasts and jeans tight 
around her legs, the figure rode up to me, a sly smile on her lips. 
“Tolana!” I exclaimed. Her eyes under the arched eyebrows were 
dancing. “Surprise,” she said. 

“Surprise is right,” I echoed. “I thought you had an appointment 
for a job interview in Honolulu.” 

“T did.” She laughed. “But I decided this would be more fun. 
Anyway, jobs are easy to get.” 

“Your father and sister think you’re on your way to the city,” I said 
as she swung in alongside me and we started up again. 

“I know.” She giggled again. “It saved a lot of explaining and 
arguing this way.” 

Following our guides, we went up a series of switchbacks, old lava 
trails, climbing through wild taro from which the Hawaiians make 


their poi. Lantana and pandanus bushes gave way to hardier koa and 
kukui, once used for oil for light Hibiscus lined our paths at some 
spots, and I caught a glimpse of the huge apeape plant whose leaves 
measure nearly two yards across. Finally we emerged atop what 
looked to me like a lunar landscape, desolate, charred, yet spotted 
with brilliant bursts of color. I dismounted and stood at the rim of the 
crater. Small clouds of vapor rose up through cracks in the crater’s 
sides and edges and I could smell sulphur. 

“T thought this thing was dormant,” I said to Iolana. She laughed 
and took my hand. “Even dormant craters often have fissures through 
which the sulphur gases escape,” she said. “Come on, let’s go down 
inside.” 

Following her, we descended into the crater itself, moving 
carefully over the jagged, solid spatter. “The black basalt may look 
thick,” Iolana warned, “but it’s really quite glasslike so be careful as 
you step.” 

Inside the crater as we edged our way along, I saw that the lips of 
some of the cinder cones still were red, the result of the original 
volcanic minerals meeting the cool vapors of the air. Sulphur crystals, 
fragile as snowflakes, looking like yellow snow crystals, dotted the 
crater floor. Iolana stood quietly, frowning. 

“The sulphur,” she said. “I’ve never smelled it so strong up here.” 
It had been assailing my nostrils with equal force, but I had assumed it 
to be normal. We were about a quarter of the way around the crater 
when suddenly we heard it, a low rumble, like a far-distant train still 
unseen. Iolana looked up at me and her eyes were round with fright. 
The rumble grew quickly, a steady roaring underground thunder. 

“Something’s happening, Nick,” she gasped. “Let’s get out of here.” 
I took her hand and we started to run but I slipped and fell on one of 
the thin basalt surfaces. The jagged end went into my knee and I 
winced in pain. The rumble ended suddenly in a fearful, cataclysmic 
shock and the main crater exploded in a shower of burning mud and 
skyrocketing gases. The smell of the sulphur gas was nearly 
overpowering. The earth shook, and we started to crawl on our hands 
and knees. I glanced around for our guides, but they were nowhere in 
sight. Chances were they had fled for their lives at the first rumble. 

“This way,” I yelled at Iolana, spying a deep fissure that could hold 
us both. We dropped into it and started to race along its narrow crack. 
I looked back as another terrible roar shook the earth. The crater was 
now shooting tongues of flame and molten lava from its center, 
sending huge globs of it hurtling into the air accompanied by a 
choking, stinging pumice dust. We had reached the end of the fissure 
and Iolana couldn’t get out. I squeezed ahead of her, pulled myself up 
on the abrasive clinkers, feeling the blood flow from my hands and 


reached down and yanked her out. Her blouse tore into shreds against 
the jagged edges of the volcanic rock, and only her bra held back her 
lovely breasts. Even under a hail of molten lava I had to notice them, 
a response brought on by years of conditioning. A blast of searing, hot 
air suddenly caught us, and we fell flat on the floor of the crater. I had 
never seen a mountain explode before, and it was a frightening thing. 
The molten globs of lava were starting to cascade down all around us 
and I knew it would only take one to maim or kill us both. The edge 
of the main crater was just ahead. 

“On your feet,” I yelled at Iolana, pulling her up. “Run for it. It’s as 
good a chance as any.” I ran, half-dragging the stumbling, gasping girl 
behind me. At the edge of the crater, I dived over onto the other side. 
We lay there for a moment, frightened, shocked and shattered. I raised 
myself and peered over the rim of the crater to see that only the very 
center of it was in eruption. But the opening was growing larger as the 
molten lava made its own escape hatch. If it kept up, the entire crater 
would soon be exploding in full force. As it was, pieces of 
incandescent rock were beginning to shower out beyond the 
immediate crater. “Come on,” I said. “Let’s put some more distance 
between us and this monster.” 

We started down the far slope, half-walking, half-sliding through 
lush, green foliage. Behind us, we could see and hear the continuous 
eruptions now almost blending into one steady roar. We were halfway 
down when we came upon a small stream leaping over rocks and 
gurgling its way down the mountain. We stopped and I washed the 
blood and cinders from my legs and hands. Iolana’s blouse, hanging in 
shreds, was bloodstained from scratches across her rib cage where 
she’d hit the jagged rocks. I put cooling water on the marks, patting it 
in with a large, soaked palm leaf. She was trembling, and her hands 
moved up to my shoulders. 

“We were lucky,” I said. “Had we gone just a little further down 
into the crater, we’d never have made it out.” 

She shook her head. 

“I don’t understand it,” she said. “It ... it’s almost as if it were 
waiting for us.” I smiled. It was a thought that had flashed through my 
mind. But it was patently ridiculous. Volcanoes can’t be made to 
explode on order. I’d wanted to see about the unusual volcanic 
activity, and I had seen it, a lot more of it and a lot closer than I’d 
figured on seeing. The crater was still roaring, its thunder increasing. 
Iolana held herself tight against me and I felt her soft breasts pressing 
into my shirt. I could feel my blood pressure going up. We were 
hidden away in the lush foliage beside the stream, the rest of the 
world shut out, and only the volcano’s roar to remind us that there 
indeed was another world. 


“Ts it safe to stay here a while?” I asked. She nodded with her chin 
against my chest. “It takes hours and hours for them to gather real 
force,” she said. “And sometimes they just die down without really 
sending a lava flow beyond their own crater area.” 

Her arms were around me and she was holding me more tightly 
than necessary. I felt her body move slowly against mine, up and 
down, in ever-so-faint motions. 

She lifted her head, her lips only inches from mine. It was not 
common, but I’d come across it before, great fear or anger stimulating 
the desire for sex as the one cathartic, all-consuming emotional 
restorative. Iolana was that way now, her body tensed and desirous, 
her lips parted and those fascinating deep brown eyes half shut. I 
unsnapped her bra and seized her breasts with both hands, rubbing 
them in a gentle, circular motion. Her soft-brown tips rose at once and 
she arched her back, pressing her belly into me. We lay down on the 
ground, on the softness of the huge leaves, and her fingers began to 
play over my body with the soft tenderness of a butterfly wing. She 
held me and stroked and circled my skin with fleeting, wispy motions 
that evoked a tactile electricity. As I leaned over onto her, taking one 
sweet, upturned breast between my lips, she cried out in rapture and 
her hips began to move in the undulating motion of a dancer. 

“Slowly, Nick,” she gasped. “Slowly ... don’t ever stop.” She 
pressed her breast up into my mouth, hungrily desiring to be 
consumed. I did everything she wanted and more, and she lay 
moaning and writhing under me. As I found her very inner being, 
moving in to consummate the ecstasy of pure sensuousness, Iolana 
continued her hip movements, and I felt sensations I had never felt 
before. Her eyes snapped open, but they weren’t seeing me. They were 
open, staring into another world, a film of rapture over their deep, 
shining pools. Then suddenly, almost without warning, she moved 
convulsively under me and in an orgiastic fury her body shook, and 
she cried out in little gasping noises. 

She fell back and lay there, and I moved to lie beside her, cradling 
my head against one soft breast. She lay quietly for a while and then 
she moved my head back and, on her knees beside me, she began to 
move her hands up and down my body in a gentle motion, something 
between a caress and a massage. She ran her fingers down my chest, 
my groin, in and out of every part of me and I lay quietly, transported 
by the gentle pleasure of it. When she stopped, she lay full-length atop 
of me and once again I felt the exciting softness of her full breasts, 
pillows of pleasure. 

Finally, after she had rested with eyes closed, I moved her gently 
to my side and her eyes peeked out at me from under her cascading 
black hair, a smile playing about her lips. 


“T don’t want to go from here, ever,” she said. 

I knew the guides had fled. The horses had gone with them, no 
doubt. I wondered whether they would have returned to the 
plantation already and a search party gotten under way. 

“They'll be hiding some place,” Iolana said. “I know their type. 
They won’t show up until someone goes out and brings them back or, 
God forbid, the volcano really lets loose and chases them off the 
mountainside.” 

She pulled me back onto her and once again she began her wispy, 
gossamer-like caresses. It was positively amazing the excitement she 
generated in me with her touch, a strange combination of gentleness 
and pure sensuousness. This time I thrust her breast deep into my 
mouth and she quivered and shook with delight. We made love again, 
and at the moment of ecstasy, the explosion of the crater was merely 
an echo of the explosion of sensuality we experienced. Later, after she 
had once again caressed my body and reveled in her explorations, we 
rose and she wrapped the shredded blouse around her breasts in a 
kind of makeshift bikini brassiere. We walked down the slope hand in 
hand, saying nothing, pausing to look back at the smoke and lava still 
belching forth from the crater now high above us. The eruptions did 
not seem to be growing any stronger, perhaps even weakening 
somewhat. When we arrived at the house, Kani was just coming from 
the garden with some cut flowers. She stopped dead in her tracks as 
she saw us. 

“Father,” she called out and the big man came out of the house. 
His eyes swept past me to Iolana and his coppery face turned ashen. 

“You were supposed to be in Honolulu,” he said, his voice shaking 
with what seemed a combination of shock and anger. 

“I changed my mind,” Iolana retorted. He tore his gaze from Iolana 
and looked at me. 

“We were terribly concerned,” he said. “A search party was sent 
out to look for you.” 

“We happened to escape but it was close,” I said. “I’m inclined to 
believe that there is a strange amount of volcanic activity. The 
question of course is why.” 

Kamu spread his hands in a gesture of supplication. “Thank God 
you have returned safely,” he said. “That is enough for me. I shall let 
the geologists worry about their volcanic activity. Our crater has not 
erupted in nearly a hundred years. I would never have sent you had I 
thought there was the slightest danger.” 

I wanted to believe him, and in a way I did. As I’d told myself, 
earlier, you just don’t make a volcano erupt. But his shocked, ashen- 
faced reaction at seeing Iolana stayed with me. It seemed little more 
than a father’s normal concern for his daughter, yet he was visibly 


shaken. 

“T must go back inside,” he said, suddenly and rather curtly, not 
waiting for an answer but striding back into the house. I shot a glance 
at Kani, who was studying both her sister and me. She flashed a brief 
smile and pressed my arm with her hand, a quick meaningful gesture. 

“Father’s terribly upset,” she said. “The thought that he suggested 
you go to the crater, after what happened, has disturbed him terribly. 
Seeing Iolana now only added to it.” 

She smiled again, turned and went into the house as Iolana walked 
to the car with me. 

“T hope it doesn’t take a volcano next time,” she said. 

“Tt won’t,” I commented grimly, and then realized I had something 
more to tell her. 

“T hate to bear bad tidings,” I began, “but your Toyota is not much 
more than a ball of twisted metal.” Briefly, I told her what had 
happened, making it seem as though my attackers had merely been 
three thugs. She shrugged philosophically. 

“Tt was insured,” she said. “I’ll go to the dealer and let him replace 
it with a new one. No real harm done. I’m just happy you weren’t 
crumpled up in it.” 

“Ym hard to crumple,” I grinned, brushed her cheek with my lips 
and clambered into the old Buick. By the time I’d reached the dirt 
road, I had sealed her off in a corner of my mind. I had work to do, 
and thoughts of Iolana and her body wouldn’t help any. I wanted to 
visit Dr. Plank, the chief volcanologist whose name Hawk-had given 
me, but I decided to hold off just a bit longer. I had to find whatever it 
was that Cato Inura had hidden away. The cottage at Waikiki was 
going to be my next stop. 


Chapter V 


The cottage was a monument of frustration to me, as it had been to 
the Japanese Reds. I went over every item, as they had, on the chance 
that they may have been hasty. Every piece of clothing, every inch of 
the torn-apart suitcase, every inch of the closets and bureau, every 
corner of the house got a thorough examination. I spied an air vent 
and got a screwdriver to take it apart. A snootful of dust was my 
reward. Yet I knew that whatever Inura had hidden was somewhere in 
the cottage. It was more than hope. I could feel it in my bones. And it 
was more than a subconscious examination of the facts. True, 
whatever it was hadn’t been on Inura when they found him. The Reds 
were still searching for it. I didn’t even know what the hell it was. 
Which meant that logic said it was still in the cottage. But logic also 
said he could have stashed it some place else, somewhere where 
neither of us would ever find it now. I walked out of the place, locking 
the door after me and nodding to the cop guarding the entrance. 

Back at the hotel, a hot bath relieved the bruises on my knees and 
body, painful reminders of the sharp cinders and glasslike lava of the 
volcano. I had other memories, too, thoughts of beautiful, soft breasts 
and gossamer-like fingers flitting over my body. If the eruption had 
been a coincidence, and I couldn’t see how it could be anything but, it 
proved nothing about Iolana. But if, somehow, in some weird way, it 
had been planned, it would mean that she wasn’t involved. She had 
put herself as close to death in the crater as I had been. I dried myself 
briskly, dressed and went downstairs to a quiet dinner in the hotel. I 
watched the couples dancing, the young lovers in earnest 
conversation, the older people relaxing over good food and wine. How 
would they act, I wondered, if they knew even the possibilities of 
what could happen? Were the forces of nature playing into the hands 
of the enemies of free men? It would be ironic, to say the least. I was 
chewing on a piece of beefsteak when a thought popped into my 
mind, and I shoved back the table and was off. The cottages had a 
rental agent and the rental agent had an office and the office no doubt 
had some kind of safe or strongbox. I dashed to the site of the cottages 
and found that I was right on these three counts but wrong on the 
fourth. Inura had left nothing there. It had been a straw quickly blown 
away by the winds of reality. 

I went back to my room only to return to the cottage once again 
before I went to sleep for still another search. It turned up nothing. 
The damned place was fast becoming an obsession with me. Like a 
built-in Geiger counter, it kept drawing me back to it. 


In the morning I was reaching for the phone to call Dr. John Plank 
at the Observatory when it jangled beneath my hand. The voice was 
bright, cheery, and I recognized it at once. 

“Hello, Kani,” I said. 

“Tm in Honolulu,” she answered. “I thought I’d like a swim for 
myself and the chance to show you the beauty of our surf and sand.” 

My bristles were standing on end. It was easy to accomplish, these 
days. I was in a perpetual state of suspicion. 

“Don’t tell me you’ve got to work,” she went on. “I’d be terribly 
disappointed, and you wouldn’t want a disappointed girl on your 
hands. Meet me at the far end of Waikiki, at the edge of Kapiolani 
Park,” she said. “Less crowded there. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.” 

She wanted something out of this other than showing me the 
beauties of the Pacific. I was sure of it. But what? Was it little old me 
or was it something more? Was it the pleasure of outmaneuvering her 
half-sister? When I thought of Iolana, I had a brief pang of conscience. 
But, I couldn’t afford the luxury of conscience, not yet, anyway. In 
Kani’s voice I had detected the same quality I had seen in her eyes in 
the garden last night, a persuasive insistence, an inordinate desire to 
reach me. If she was playing a game, she would find that two could 
play. 

When I reached the far end of Waikiki, I saw her standing on the 
beach, waiting. The briefest bikini ’'d ever seen struggled hard to 
maintain a semblance of modesty on her figure. Her full thrusting 
breasts spilled out of the tiny bra top with uninhibited abandon; only 
a girl with a superb body would have dared wear the suit. Kani wore 
it with justifiable confidence, and I saw her faint smile as she noted 
my look of appreciation. 

“You know, you’re much too attractive a man to spend so much 
time studying rocks,” Kani said, eyeing me with a sidelong glance. I 
grinned down at her. “I like to study other things, too,” I said. “Girls, 
for instance.” 

“Now, that’s more like it,” she laughed and I felt her hand crawl 
into mine. She was truly a lovely woman. We walked into the waters 
of the Pacific, cool, bracing, beautifully clean. As we went deeper, the 
water, reaching her breasts, pushed them upwards until they left the 
bra behind and she was swimming bare-breasted. We knifed our way 
through the towering breakers to where we could swim in the long 
lazy swells without the turbulence of their sweeping power. She swam 
with the ease and confidence of one born to the water, a beautiful 
mermaid up from the depths. She surfaced, dived, swam around and 
under me, came up to let her body glide across mine underwater. 
Finally, she came up to me and we treaded water while she pushed 
herself against me, her beautiful bare breasts pressing into my skin. I 


made a grab for her, momentarily had my hand upon the round, firm 
flesh of her left breast, when she slid away from me, smooth as an eel, 
laughing. 

“Let’s go in and dry out in the sun,” she said and struck out for the 
shore. I followed, suddenly realizing how far we had gone out. The 
other swimmers, distant heads dotting the water, grew into 
recognizable shapes as we neared the line where the breakers crested. 
One powerful swell lifted me, and I flattened out, riding its crest until 
it broke and tumbled me into a deep trough. Coming up for air I 
looked around to see Kani. She wasn’t with me and I rose up on the 
crest of another breaker to see her off to one side. I saw something 
else, three surfers in single file, heading toward me and I frowned. 
Surfing where there were swimmers was definitely out of order. They 
ought to know better here of all places, the home of surfing, I told 
myself. A surfboard on the crest of a powerful wave can come in with 
the speed of a car. The edge of the surfboard can crush a swimmer’s 
head like an eggshell. I looked around for Kani again and saw that she 
was far enough to the side to be out of danger. 

The surfers were riding each other’s trail, one in the lead and two 
behind him, moving slightly from right to left and back again. I let 
myself ride over the swell of a late-forming roller and started to strike 
out to the left with powerful strokes. After a moment I turned to 
glance at the surfers. Damn but they had shifted direction just enough 
to head straight at me. I whirled in the water and headed back in the 
other direction, deciding I had just enough time to make it across 
before the first one came in on the crest of the wave he was riding. I 
saw him dip one side of his board and the surfboard shifted enough to 
come after me. I looked up at him. He was a big, browned Hawaiian 
and very intent on what he was doing-coming in after me. He had the 
crest of the wave now, and the surfboard was a lethal weapon 
sweeping right at my body. 

I saw that they were figuring on the pull of the wave sweeping me 
upwards to meet the hurtling surfboard. The other two had spread out 
on either side of the first one so that if he missed me they’d be coming 
in right after him on the next wave to slam into me. These were no 
casual, unthinking surfers but killers using an ingenious and deadly 
approach to their job. I turned, treading water, using all my strength 
to avoid being swept helplessly up by the wave. It was lifting me, but I 
was in control of my body. I had to gauge this just right or I’d had it. 
The big surfboard was wide and coming in with enough force so that 
being hit by any part of it would just about accomplish their objective. 
The crest was starting to tower, sweeping me up with it now, the 
surfer and the board looming up over me, about to hurtle down like 
an express train. He crested and started down as I ticked off the 


seconds—four, three, two. ... and then I did a surface jacknife, diving 
into the solid wall of water, feeling the pull against my shoulder 
muscles, fighting against it, striking out with every ounce of strength. 
I could feel the rush of the surfboard over me, feel it scrape my back 
with its keels. 

I surfaced and saw the surfer had passed, hurtling on toward the 
beach. I glimpsed Kani swimming toward me but still far enough away 
to be out of danger. I had time only to surface, gulp air and leap 
forward into the second wave in a shallow dive. The other two were 
converging on me. The roller caught me, swept me along with it as I 
clawed and kicked at its massive strength. The nearest surfboard was 
almost on me as I rolled over and did a back flip, getting just enough 
water over me to see the board flash past just above me. The second 
board scraped along my leg as the wave threw me upwards but I had 
avoided a bashed skull. Another big breaker sent me tumbling and 
rolling and I took in a mouthful of water. When I righted myself it felt 
as though I’d swallowed half the Pacific. I’d been swept into shore far 
enough so that I felt bottom and I stood up. The surfers had already 
raced up the beach, abandoning their boards on the sand. By the time 
I dragged myself out of the water, they would be out of sight. I heard 
Kani calling and then she was beside me, clutching my arm, eyes wide 
and darkened. 

“The fools!” she exclaimed. “The absolute idiots. They could have 
killed you.” 

“T think that was the idea,” I said grimly. 

She frowned. “What an awful thing to say,” she exclaimed. “Why 
would anyone want to do that?” 

“Tt’s a long story,” I said. “I could use a drink. How’d you like to 
come to my room and join me for one?” 

“Fine.” She smiled, linking her arm in mine. “We can use my car. 
It’s parked just up by the trees.” 

She had an orange terry-cloth shift in the car which she threw on 
over her bikini. It did nothing to dim the forward thrust of her lovely 
breasts, but it did serve the cause of propriety otherwise. I was still 
thinking about the three surfers as she drove back to the hotel. They 
had obviously watched and waited for us to start back in. Us—the 
word stuck like a jammed typewriter key. Kani had been with me all 
along until that moment. She had chosen the right moment to swim 
off to the side. I recalled how relieved I had been to see that she was 
out of danger but now, as I thought more about it, I couldn’t help but 
wonder. 

It could have been just one of those things that happen—a 
coincidence. But there were a helluva lot of coincidences about all 
this. Maybe it was a coincidence that Jimono was working for her 


father. Or that, according to the record, he always had a female 
partner. Maybe it was a coincidence that those three characters knew I 
was visiting the plantation the night they tried to kill me. Or that 
damned volcano only erupted by chance when I was up there in its 
crater. Maybe, and maybe not. When we got to the hotel I changed 
into trousers and an open-necked shirt. I came out of the bedroom to 
find that Kani had shed the orange shift and her body, dried out, was 
a faintly glistening coppery hymn to beauty. Her legs, neatly folded 
under her on the couch, the bikini seemed no more than a shred of 
cloth idly dropped in her lap. She gazed up at me with liquid eyes. I 
fixed us bourbon old-fashioneds without the fruit salad. ’'d been 
swimming and now I decided to go fishing. 

“Your father has a field manager, man by the name of Jimono, 
according to Iolana,” I began casually. “I think I knew him some years 
ago in Hong Kong. Know anything about his background?” 

She answered me as she sipped her drink, not looking up. 

“T never pay any attention to my father’s employees,” she said. “I 
wouldn’t know who he had working for him or anything about them.” 
It was a form of dismissal, abrupt and definite, perhaps a little too 
much so. I was considering whether to pursue it further when Kani 
unfolded her legs and moved closer to me. She had her own objectives 
and I decided to see what they were. As she leaned toward me, the 
bikini bra moved so that I could see the pink-brown circles of her 
nipples. 

“Who do you think is more beautiful, lolana or me?” she asked. 

“That’s an unfair question.” I grinned. “You’re both beautiful girls.” 

“How well do you know Iolana?” Kani would not be put off. 

I knew what she meant but I wasn’t going to give her a straight 
answer. I gave her one that wasn’t a lie. 

“Not as well as I’d like to know her,” I said. 

“Tolana is very old-fashioned in her views on sex, 
diffidently. 

“Really?” I asked. I reminded myself that I couldn’t agree with that 
statement. “And you’re not, I take it.” 

“That’s right,” she said, tossing off her drink. I let my eyes 
purposely go down to her breasts and linger there. As I looked back up 
to her eyes I reached out, slowly, and slipped my hand into the cup of 
the little bathing suit bra. 

“Shall we find out about that?” I asked. She closed her eyes and 
nodded, her breath coming out in a long half-sigh of desire. Her lips 
were open and I let my tongue flick out to enter the warm portal of 
her mouth. Kani grabbed at me and in moments we were naked and I 
gazed at the ravishing beauty of her torso, flat and quivering with 
desire. I let my lips move across her belly, up along her rib cage and 


”? 


Kani said 


then onto her breasts, seizing the pointed tips with my teeth in a 
gentle pressure, first one then the other. Her eyes had opened and she 
was frowning, as though she could not believe the depths of the 
ecstasy she was experiencing, and then she clutched at me, feverishly, 
ravenously. Kani gasped and cried out and her lips were thirsting, 
yearning, her tongue a flicking, darting symbol of her desire. 

I drew back a moment to look at her; her upturned face, closed 
eyes and strained rapture told me she was lost in desire. There was no 
playing games here, no coy objectives, only naked flesh and naked 
need. Kani moved under me, and her legs opened in the primitive 
invitation of woman since the beginning of recorded time. I accepted 
and together we found that singular world inhabitable only by us, that 
brief planet rediscovered by all lovers, always different yet always the 
same. At the moment when that world burst, never to be recreated 
exactly the same again, Kani uttered a series of short gasps, each one 
deeper than the other, ending with an almost agonizing sigh. 

She lay with her long legs draped over my body and was quiet. 
That she had been overheated was obvious to me. That there was 
more, was equally certain. My hope that it was all relatively 
innocently motivated was still there. It didn’t stay with me for long, 
unfortunately. She turned to me, sitting up on one elbow and putting 
her large, full breasts against my chest. 

“That was too much to leave to moments,” she said almost idly. “I 
want to spend days, weekends in bed with you. I want to be 
somewhere waiting for you to come home to me, somewhere for just 
the two of us. Let’s go to the mainland, Nick.” 

My antenna started buzzing at once. “Why the mainland?” I asked. 

“Because we can’t be what we want to here, at least I can’t,” she 
answered. “Here, it would be father or Iolana or something else that 
would intrude. Back on the mainland you could have me as often as 
you wanted, whenever and wherever. No interference. No problems.” 

“Tt’s a great thought.” I smiled and she leaped at the remark like a 
hungry trout going for a lure. 

“Then let’s go,” she said. “I can get away. I can be ready by 
morning. I’ve property there I’m supposed to check into. Just think of 
it, Nick ... every morning together, every night, every day.” 

She hadn’t been at all subtle. She was offering me more of what I’d 
just enjoyed, as much as I wanted of it. It was damn tempting, I had to 
admit. She knew that, of course. But I knew that she knew it, which 
made it a lot less tempting. 

“Hold on,” I laughed. “I said it was a great idea. I didn’t say I’d do 
it. I can’t. I’ve got to stay here for a while longer.” 

I saw the expression in her eyes change for an instant. She moved 
away, getting to her feet and standing in front of me, gorgeous, 


exciting, alluring. 

“You can’t say no,” she protested. “Not now, not after you’ve made 
me feel things I never knew before. You’ve wakened things in me, 
Nick, things that won’t be satisfied by anyone but you. You’re the only 
one who can help me now, and you can’t do it here. It just wouldn’t 
work.” 

The appeal to my ego. It was a usually irresistible approach to any 
man, to be needed by a beautiful woman. Unfortunately, for Kani, my 
ego was in very good shape and didn’t need any inflating. 

“Sorry, doll,” I said. “No can do. We can make love right here on 
Oahu. I’ll find us a way to avoid interference.” 

“No,” she snapped out the word and then immediately softened her 
tone. She came forward and leaned her body against me, the soft 
touch of her skin sending electric sensations through my body. “I 
know it wouldn’t be right here. I’d always be thinking of father 
surprising us or perhaps Iolana in the background. It would all get in 
the way.” 

“Then we’re both sorry, I guess,” I answered. “But I’m not going 
back to the mainland with you, honey.” 

She stepped back and now her eyes were dark with anger. 

“What’s the matter?” she shot out. “Wasn’t I good enough in bed 
for you? Or is it out of bed that you don’t want me? I’m not good 
enough to be seen with in the States, is that it? Are you afraid some of 
your friends will see you with a native girl? ’'m good enough here in 
the Islands but not back home.” 

I knew what I was supposed to do. I was supposed to leap up in 
protest. The appeal to my male ego hadn’t worked, and this was an 
attack on my guilt feelings. Nobody likes to be revealed as a bigot— 
not even bigots. I could prove her accusations wrong in only one way, 
by actions which showed her they were wrong. 

“That’s not so,” I protested angrily, hotly. What the hell, I wasn’t 
going to be outdone in the histrionics department. “I’d like you to 
meet some of my friends. That’s an unfair accusation. I just can’t go 
now.” 

She doused the fury in her eyes and came over to me again, 
putting her arms around my neck and rubbing herself against me. 

“Tm sorry,” she said, all contriteness. “I’ve just never felt the way 
you made me feel today. I guess it’s made me a little overdramatic 
about you ... about us. Maybe you'll change your mind.” She moved 
her breasts in a circular motion, knowing how their touch stirred my 
loins, and then she quickly stepped away. “You will think about it, 
won't you, Nick?” she asked, having just made certain I’d be thinking 
about it. I nodded. “I promise,” I answered, and I meant it. I’d be 
thinking a damnsight more about it than she realized. 


She put on the bikini, tossed the orange terry-cloth shift over it 
and was gone with a last, turned-on kiss in the doorway. I went to the 
window to watch her drive away. She had dangled herself in front of 
me to get me to leave the Islands with her. She had done everything 
she could. She had used her body and her head and used them very 
well. The actual sex act had been the only time when she was herself, 
enjoying it for the pleasure alone. All the rest of the time she had been 
at work, and I had greater doubts now about the coincidence of her 
swimming off to the side at just the right moment. Somebody wanted 
me off the Islands very badly, which meant that they were afraid I 
could throw a very large monkey wrench into their plans. Where did 
Kani fit in? Where did they all connect? 

More and more I found myself leaning toward Hawk’s shrewdly 
casual thought that the Japanese Reds had gotten hold of a piece of 
geological information and were planning to capitalize on it. Which 
brought me right back full circle to Cato Inura and whatever it was 
that he had hidden away. 

If only I knew more about the man and how he operated. Suddenly 
I sat bolt upright. I didn’t know the man, but Hawk had worked 
closely with him and I recalled something he had once told me over 
dinner. I grabbed the phone and put a call in for AXE headquarters. It 
took over an hour to get through and when Hawk answered I heard 
the familiar steel-wire terseness of his voice. 

“T heard about Inura,” said. “I’m terribly sorry about that. What’s 
going on?” 

“T don’t know yet,” I answered. “But something sure as hell is. I 
need some help. During the Korean trouble, when you worked with 
Inura on the Taiwan case, he had to hide a roll of microfilm. I 
remember you telling me about it. He was afraid of an attempt on his 
life, and he hid it someplace. Where?” 

There was a long silence and then Hawk spoke, his voice softened. 
“Is there a radio or a television in the cottage?” he asked. “Most of 
those rented places have one or both.” 

“Yes,” I said, envisioning the room in my mind. “There’s a TV in 
one corner and a small table-top radio on an end table.” 

“Try playing them,” he said. I hung up and set some kind of record 
on my way back to the cottage. The cop at the door was getting to be 
an old friend by now. Inside, I switched on the television. It worked 
perfectly. I tried the radio. It was dead. I yanked the cord out of the 
wall and ripped at the back of the little set. There were four tubes. I 
took each one out. The fourth one, the farthest in the comer of the set, 
held a small coil of paper wrapped around the filament. Gingerly, I 
lifted the tube out and saw what had been done. With a sharp file or 
perhaps a small hack-saw blade, Inura had cut through the glass of the 


tube just where it fitted onto the black, plastic mold holding the 
contact prongs. He had inserted the coil of paper into the tube, 
wrapping it around the filament, and, with simple Scotch tape, joined 
the glass back onto the base of the tube. He had expected trouble and 
had taken precautions. He was a good man, the kind we couldn’t 
afford to lose. 

I separated the glass from the base of the tube and extracted the 
coiled paper. I was about to unroll it when the shot split the night air 
just outside the door. I jumped up as the door burst open and three 
Japanese rushed in. They were back, and they’d picked the right 
moment to return. The first one had a submachine gun. He saw me, 
tightened his finger on the trigger and sprayed a hail of lead into the 
room. But I’d seen him first, and the split-second advantage saved my 
skin as I dived for the floor. Wilhelmina was in my hand instantly, but 
I knew Id lose if I tried a shoot-out against one submachine gun and 
two revolvers. I shot the light out with one shot and rolled over as he 
sent another hail of bullets where I’d been. The room was in blackness 
now, but I’d gone over it so many times I knew it by heart. There was 
a side window, and I raced across the floor, knocking two dark shapes 
aside and dived through the window, taking glass and frame with me. 
As I hit the sandy ground outside the cottage I heard another shot 
blaze, this time from my right and it kicked up the sand just at my 
elbow. There were more of them waiting outside, I realized as I looked 
up to see two figures crouched beside a car. They fired again, both of 
them this time, and once again I dived for safety. I came up firing and 
heard the heavy slugs of the Luger slam into the back of the car. The 
two figures had flattened themselves out and were almost impossible 
to see in the darkness. I got up to run for it when the other three came 
racing around the cottage. The one with the machine gun sprayed a 
hail of bullets at me, and I hit the ground. I was caught in a crossfire. 
If I ran for it, they’d have me from both sides. If I tried to shoot it out 
with either group, I’d get it from the other. The one with the 
submachine gun knew it, too. 

“Toss away your gun,” he called. “If you have what we’re after, 
we'll take it and let you go.” 

I snorted to myself. I knew better than that. But I had no choice at 
the moment. I tossed Wilhelmina out, and they closed in on me, 
roughly pulling me to my feet. The one with the tommy gun was 
stocky and short with a cruel, hard mouth. 

“There are more of you boys than I’d figured,” I said amiably. He 
grunted. 

“There are three less of us,” he snarled. 

“True enough,” I admitted with my most charming smile. 
“Whatever it is you boys are looking for, I haven’t got.” I glanced at 


the others. There were five in all and all were Japanese. I recognized 
one as the driver of the old Hudson sedan I’d tried to stop. 

“Search him,” said cruel mouth. They were quick and thorough 
and one of them extracted the coil of paper from my pocket, looked at 
it and let out a shriek of joy. I’d spent all this time figuring out a way 
to get my hands on it and [’d hadn’t even had a chance to glance at it 
before it was being whisked away from me. I felt a deadly, cold anger 
boiling up inside me. The bastards were not going to get away with it. 
I didn’t know how I'd prevent this, but I was going to do it. The leader 
with the submachine gun looked at the paper and a slow smile spread 
over his face. He thrust it into his jacket pocket. 

“What’ll we do with him?” one asked, gesturing to me. “Just kill 
him and leave him?” 

“No,” the leader said with some annoyance. “There’ll be trouble 
enough when they find that cop. Let’s get him out of here.” 

“Where?” the other one persisted. 

“I don’t know,” the cruelmouthed one answered. “Ill think of 
something. Just get him into the car.” “I got an idea,” a round-faced 
one blurted out. “We can dump him at sea, just like we did Inura. 
We'll use the rescue lifeboat on the beach again.” 

I saw my chance and grabbed at it. “No, please,” I said. “I ... I’m 
afraid of water. I can’t swim.” 

I saw the slow smile spread over the leader’s face. “He can’t swim,” 
he said to his companions. “Hear that? All we have to do is take him 
out far enough and dump him. He'll look like a drowning accident 
when he’s washed in.” 

Two pairs of arms grabbed me, and I put up a small struggle as 
they dragged me toward the beach. The beach was deserted, and they 
could well have been a bunch of exuberant pranksters to a casual 
passer-by. As two of them righted the emergency-rescue lifeboat that 
lay on its side on the beach, I started to whimper. “You said you'd let 
me go,” I said to the one with the submachine gun. “You're a 
goddamned liar.” 

He smashed a fist into my face and I felt a trickle of blood from my 
nose. “Don’t call me any names,” he snarled. You’ll pay for that, you 
little sonofabitch, I said to myself. They lifted me into the rowboat 
and pushed off into the water. There was only one pair of oars and the 
little boat was designed for not more than two occupants. It was so 
overloaded that there wasn’t more than an inch between the water 
and the top of the gunwale. 

“This is far enough,” the leader finally said. “Toss him out.” I 
resisted but I felt myself lifted upwards and sent plummeting over the 
side into the water. I put on a good act. I screamed. I gurgled. I 
thrashed about and came up three times. The bastards were enjoying 


the show, particularly the one with the submachine gun. He laughed 
harder than the rest. Finally I gasped, struggled and sank down 
beneath the waves. I swam underwater, going off to the left and then 
surfaced to head for the beach. I could see them slowly rowing back 
toward the shore. They were still approaching the beach when I 
emerged from the water and running in a crouch, raced back to their 
car alongside the cottage. I paused at the silent figure of the 
policeman sprawled across the doorstep. He was dead. I took his gun, 
hurried to the car and yanked the ignition wires loose. Then I ducked 
around the corner of the cottage and waited. 

I watched as they trooped up to the car. I knew just what I wanted 
to do and I took careful aim. My first three shots were meant to kill, 
and they did exactly that. I fired them off so fast they almost sounded 
like one. The fourth shot hit the cruelmouthed one in the hand and he 
dropped the submachine gun in pain. The fifth shot hit the last man’s 
revolver and sent it spinning from his hand. 

I raced from behind the corner of the cottage and saw the utter 
amazement on the leader’s face. 

“You said you didn’t swim,” he gasped. 

“T just found out how,” I said. “I’m a fast learner.” I hit him flush 
in the mouth and his head snapped back. He landed halfway across 
the hood of the car. The last one rushed at me and I caught him 
coming in with a sharp right cross. He stopped dead in his tracks, 
quivered and dropped. I turned my attention back to the other one. As 
I walked over to him, he kicked out and nearly caught me in the 
throat. I grabbed his leg and yanked. He came sailing from the top of 
the hood and his head hit the pavement with a sharp, unmistakable 
crack. I reached into his pocket, extracted the little coil of paper and 
walked away. 

As I walked back to the hotel, I looked at the little piece of paper 
that was so important to so many people. I saw eight names staring 
back at me, neatly written one beneath the other. I read them aloud to 
myself. 

“Napau—Kilauea—Ahumoa—Kaau—Aliamanu—Eleao—Hakeakala 
—Eke.” 

I repeated them, imprinting them on my mind, saying each one 
aloud over again and then again. I put the list in my pocket and 
walked on. They didn’t mean very much of anything to me but I 
stopped at the lobby stationary booth and bought a map of the 
Islands. Alone in my room, I took out the list and studied the map 
beside it. When I put in a call to Dr. John Plank at the Geological 
Observatory I had a cold, hard knot at the pit of my stomach. 


Chapter VI 


Dr. Plank turned out to be a small, wiry man with fast-moving 
brown eyes, a pleasant manner and a shock of unruly hair which 
tended to cascade down over his high forehead. Under other 
circumstances I imagined he could be a witty and clever 
conversationalist. I’d arrived early in the morning as he had suggested 
over the phone and even at this hour found him a haggard, distracted 
man. He didn’t know it yet, but I was about to give him something to 
really deepen the lines in his face. 

“T hope you'll forgive my preoccupation, Mr. Carter,” he said. “But 
I haven’t been sleeping too well lately. ’d been informed to expect a 
call from you, and as you know we are very concerned over the 
unusual volcanic activity that has occurred. Cinder cones have been 
erupting all over the place, often only for short periods, without any 
pattern. It’s very upsetting and alarming.” 

“Ym afraid I’m going to add to your troubles,” I sighed, handing 
him a piece of paper on which I'd jotted down the eight names. 
“Unless I can’t read an atlas, those are the names of eight strategically 
placed volcanos.” 

His eyes ran down the list quickly. “That’s right, Mr. Carter,” he 
said. “Some of these have been extinct for a long time. We don’t have 
tiltmeters at any of them.” 

“Before you explain to me what a tiltmeter is, I have another 
question for you, Dr. Plank,” I said. “What if every one of these craters 
were to erupt at the same time or within a day of each other?” 

Dr. Plank visibly blanched at the thought. “Good lord, man,” he 
said. “The Hawaiian Islands as we know them would vanish. Certainly 
Oahu, Hawaii and Maui would be destroyed. Given the working 
mechanics of volcanic explosions as we understand them, they would 
no doubt set off other chain reactions.” 

“Suppose you give me a brief rundown of those working 
mechanics’ along with an explanation of a tiltmeter.” 

“The tiltmeter is a measuring device using the water level 
principle,” Dr. Plank began. “Something like a carpenter’s level in 
principle. It is installed at the site of a crater or suspected area. 
Extremely sensitive, the tiltmeter indicates the slightest warping of the 
earth’s surface at that point.” 

“Which indicates a coming eruption,” I finished. 

“Correct,” he said. “A tilt of even a fraction tells us that 
tremendous gases are warping the earth’s surface, building up inside 
the earth and pushing masses of magma, which is liquid, molten rock 


still inside the earth, up against the earth’s crust. When the pressure 
becomes severe enough, a volcano erupts and the magma becomes 
fiery lava shot into the air.” 

“T think you’d better install your tiltmeters at each of these places 
immediately, Dr. Plank,” I said. His face was a reflection of incredulity 
and horror. 

“You can’t really think that these extinct volcanos are all in danger 
of erupting?” he said, frowning. 

“T don’t know what I think,” I answered. “And security prevents me 
from going any further into it at this time, for your own protection, as 
well. I’ll tell you more after we get those devices of yours installed and 
see the results.” 

I picked up the phone and called Johnny Kai. The urgency in my 
voice was more than enough for him. 

“T need one of your helicopters, Johnny,” I said. “I’m at the 
observatory with Dr. Plank. Can you spare one?” 

“Tt’ll be there in half an hour.” 

“You’re on, Johnny,” I said. “Explanations to follow.” 

In half an hour the helicopter was there as promised, and I loaded 
the good doctor and eight of his tiltmeters into the plane, along with a 
bucket of cement and the jar of water he ordered. I learned what they 
were for when we landed at the first crater, Napau. Dr. Plank mixed 
the cement and water to make a small, concrete base which he 
attached to a stone at the crater. On it he placed the tiltmeter. He did 
the same thing for each one and as the craters were spread all over the 
islands of Oahu, Hawaii and Maui, it was nearly dark when we 
returned. Dr. Plank was visibly disturbed. 

“Do you know what it will mean if every one of those tiltmeters 
has a positive reading?” he asked. “It will mean that we are sitting on 
an imminent catastrophe of unimaginable proportions.” 

I echoed his fears. “Were sitting on it, ’m afraid, Doctor. It’s been 
planned that way,” I said. “How long will it be before the tiltmeters 
give us a reading? 

“We might know tomorrow,” he said. “But it would be safer to 
wait till the day after. Then we’d be certain of a good reading.” 

Safer? I asked myself. More accurate, perhaps, but not safer. I felt 
my knuckles grow white as my hands closed into a tense fist. Just 
thinking about the probable results was enough to knot my stomach. 
If the Islands were ready to erupt, what the hell could anyone do 
about it? More and more, the Islands were assuming an unreal quality 
to me, a strange nightmare that couldn’t come true but seemed about 
to do so. If it did, it would be a nightmare from which few would 
awake. “I'll be here day after tomorrow,” I said to Doctor Plank as I 
slid into the helicopter. He nodded gravely. I winged off and soon 


landed the ’copter back on the roof of Police Headquarters. I went 
downstairs, waited for Johnny to finish an appointment, and then sat 
down behind closed doors with him. 

“It’s time you got some of the gory details,” I said. I started at the 
beginning and gave him a capsuled briefing on the situation. Johnny 
was grave, concerned and tense. “Isn’t there anything we can do, 
Nick?” he asked. “What about this man Jimono who you say works as 
a field manager for Kamu? Why don’t we just pick him up?” 

“Spoken like a true police officer,” I grinned. “We don’t work that 
directly, Johnny. Picking him up would tip them off that we’re close 
on their tail. That could be a fatal error. Right now, they’re still 
operating with confidence and I want them to keep on that way. 
Besides, I’ve found out that picking up professionals leads no place. 
They don’t talk, not with the methods our moral code permits us to 
use. Only the non-pros can be conned into talking, and this bird is a 
pro.” 

When I returned to the hotel there was a message from Iolana at 
the desk for me. “You don’t do anything for a girl’s ego,” it read. 
“Where have you been hiding? And why? Please call me.” 

I threw the note into the wastebasket. There was no time for 
chances any longer. I still didn’t figure Iolana, but I had to play it my 
way now. The Japanese Reds were no different in their tactics from 
other communist groups. They moved in the same, time-honored way, 
using individuals or groups on the scene. They knew how to tap those 
whose personal grudges or dissatisfactions could be used for their own 
ends. That was basic to their techniques and I was certain they were 
using it here. The question was who had they tapped, and for what 
purposes. The day after tomorrow would be taken up by checking out 
the tiltmeters. That gave me one day between and I had to make the 
most of it. I took a pair of high-powered fieldglasses out of my small 
traveling bag. I went to bed with my plans for the morning carefully 
mapped out in my head. It was time for some plain, old-fashioned 


spying. 


It wasn’t quite dawn when I rented the car and drove up the 
mountainside toward the Kamu plantation. About a mile from the 
place I backed the car into a thicket of tree ferns that completely 
blanketed it from view. Dawn was rising when I reached a small ridge 
overlooking the Kamu house. The hard, cindered dirt of the ridge 
pressed uncomfortably through my shirt. The glasses gave me a 
perfect view of the house, and it was just after eight o’clock when I 
saw Iolana leave, driving off in her new little Toyota. She took the 
road I’'d come up on, toward Honolulu and I smiled. I made a silent 
wager that she’d stop at the hotel again, and I’d find another note. I 


watched old man Kamu leave in a jeep and drive out into the 
plantation, his big form rising over the top of the windshield. Various 
servants went back and forth with laundry and garbage bags. Then, 
from a distance, a back road leading off behind the house, I saw 
another jeep approaching. It stopped in front of the house and I 
trained my glasses on the big Hawaiian who stepped out. He sure as 
hell looked like the big bastard that had been riding that first 
surfboard. He went into the house to emerge a little later carrying a 
big steamer trunk. Kani walked beside him with a suitcase in each 
hand, clothed in dungarees and a dark-blue man’s shirt. I saw her 
beautiful breasts jutting out against the shirt, pulling it tight across 
her chest, and I found myself remembering the absolute sensuousness 
of her body as we made love. I swung the glasses from her to the 
Hawaiian and watched him load the bags into the jeep. They made 
another trip, returning with more suitcases which they loaded onto 
the jeep. The big Hawaiian drove off back along the same road as he’d 
come and Kani went into the house. I wondered what it meant. 

Things settled down for a while, the sun rose higher in the sky and 
its warming rays made me work to stay awake. The lush greenery, the 
scarlet blossoms and the warm rays, made the little ridge perfect for 
drowsing and now I was grateful for the sharp cinders that kept me 
from getting too comfortable. I was snapped awake by a lone figure 
approaching the house, a thin, tall figure in trousers and shirtsleeves. I 
trained my glasses on him at once, almost certain who it was. I was 
right; it was the man Jimono. Kani emerged and they talked for a few 
minutes, then walked to the stables to the right of the house. They 
came back leading two horses which he held while Kani went into the 
house again. When she came out she was carrying a square, black box 
roughly the size of an overnight bag. Together, they strapped the box 
onto the rump of her horse. They were just mounting when I heard 
the faint noise behind me and I whirled. I’d been intent on my spying 
and I hadn’t expected sentries. I found myself staring up at the tip of a 
bolo held inches from my throat by a large Hawaiian. I noted he was 
bare footed, which explained how he’d managed to reach me unheard. 

“You get up,” he growled. I didn’t move and stared up at him. 
“How’d you know I was here?” I asked, trying to buy a moment’s 
time. “Or did you just stumble onto me?” 

“T back there,” he said, gesturing with his head to where the ridge 
curved around behind the house. “Sun shine off fieldglasses,” he 
added. “You get up.” He poked the sharp tip of the wicked bolo at me 
again. 

“All right, all right,” I said. “I can’t get up with you poking that 
thing in my face.” He drew the bolo back and waited. I started to lift 
myself up on my hands. I was halfway up when I kicked out and 


sideways, getting my foot around the back of his ankle and yanking. 
He went over backwards as I rolled to the side, feeling the bolo slice 
through the air where my head had just been. It had given me only 
enough time to get on my feet. He was after me with the long, wicked 
weapon in a second, driving at me with a forward lunge. I sidestepped 
and ducked the follow-up swing I knew would come. I risked a 
moment to look across the ridge and could just make out two objects 
disappearing around the far end of the house. 

The bolo wielder was coming at me again, the wicked, four-foot- 
long weapon upraised. One blow from it, I knew, could slice a man in 
half. My main quarry, meanwhile, was riding away and I didn’t know 
if this hulk had friends hanging around to appear on the scene. I 
decided to act fast and I dropped Hugo into my palm, feeling the 
reassuring touch of the finely tempered steel. I circled, and the 
Hawaiian circled with me. Then I feinted a lunge at him, and he 
responded right on cue, bringing the bolo down in a chopping motion 
that, had I really lunged, would have parted my head from the rest of 
me. But as the blade viciously cut down in front of me, I threw Hugo 
as hard as I could. It was a short, straight throw, and the stiletto went 
into his chest right up to the hilt. His eyes widened in surprise and he 
gasped and staggered, dropping the bolo. He clutched at the stiletto in 
an effort to pull it out, but his arms stiffened, and he pitched forward 
to he at my feet in the awkward stillness of the dead. I turned him 
over, retrieved Hugo and wiped the blade clean with a Iantana leaf. 

He had been unarmed except for the bolo, and I wondered whether 
he really had been a sentry in the true sense of the word. I left him 
there and scampered down the hillside from the ridge, heading for the 
house. Kani and Jimono had gone off on horseback, which meant they 
were heading up further into the mountains. I dodged around the rear 
of the house, moving in short bursts, then pausing to make sure I 
hadn’t been seen by anyone. Finally, I made it to the stables, saddled 
up one of the horses and went out on the gallop. 

As I rode up the primitive trail higher into the mountains, it soon 
disappeared altogether as a trail. But, I was happy to find, the cindery 
nature of the soil made picking up their hoofprints fairly easy. They 
cut off through a thickly-leafed section of the mountain and I 
followed, more cautiously. The sides of the mountain were thick with 
vegetation, yet I could pick my way through the tree ferns and giant 
apeape plants. Suddenly I heard the sound of a horse snorting. I 
stopped, dismounted, tied my horse to an ohia and crept forward. 
About a hundred yards on I found their horses, tethered outside of 
what seemed to be the leaf-covered entrance of a dark cave. I crept 
forward carefully, moving into the cave entrance, pausing to listen for 
voices. I heard nothing but I found a short flight of stone steps inside 


the entrance. They lead down to a tunnel and I heard the sound of 
water and I knew what this was. It wasn’t a cave but one of the 
subterranean lava tubes, the hard, outer casing of what once was a 
flow of molten lava that had cut its way down the mountain, forming 
a tunnel of its own. The mountains of the Islands were full of them 
and they had once been widely used as irrigation ditches because 
water from the surface, from falls and rain, was carried down into the 
tunnels and thence for miles and miles down to the foot of the 
mountains. 

I paused at the edge of the swiftly flowing water as it coursed 
through the tunnel. The wooden steps ended at the edge of the water, 
and I saw Kani’s dungarees and blouse neatly folded beside a man’s 
shirt lying atop the last step. I lowered myself into the water and 
found it cold. Letting go of the bottom step, I let the water sweep me 
along the tunnel. I quickly found that I had to start swimming 
backwards to keep myself from being swept along too fast and 
knocked against the smooth walls of the tunnel. Wherever possible, I 
grabbed onto a jutting piece of rock to slow my progress. The tunnel 
curved and wandered through the mountain and I wondered how Kani 
and Jimono had navigated it carrying the black box. It took all I had 
to keep from being dashed against the sides, particularly where the 
tunnel steepened and the water flowed with increased speed, churning 
its way like the rapids of a river. 

I was nearing a curve when I heard voices. I turned and swam 
furiously against the current, making my way over to the wall where I 
pressed myself against the rock. Keeping close to the wall, I inched 
forward to the bend of the curve. I was in luck. A piece of .rock jutted 
out, forming a perfect ledge for me to hang onto. I could see them, 
Kani in bra and panties, and now I also saw how they had navigated 
the tunnel. They had a small raft, about fourteen feet wide, of logs 
built over inner tubes. A small 4-horsepower outboard motor was 
attached to one end of it. The black box rested on top of the raft and 
Kani, half in the water, was steadying the raft against one wall while 
Jimono was inserting a cylinder of some kind into a hole bored in the 
ceiling of the tunnel. She handed him another cylinder from the box 
and he shoved that one up into the hole. Then she reached into the 
box again and brought out some kind of compressed-air gun. I 
watched him poke the muzzle of the gun up into the hole and pull the 
trigger. I could feel the vibration as the compressed air shot out, 
forcing the cylinders upwards through the hole. I was looking straight 
at the hellish thing that could obliterate Hawaii—the Japanese 
Communists’ doomsday formula. 

The damn thing was powerful as hell, I could tell by the way the 
tunnel shook and the sounds of earth being dislodged as the cylinders 


were forced upwards. He returned the gun to Kani who put it back 
into the box where, I could glimpse, there were four more cylinders. 
They climbed back onto the raft, which just barely held the two of 
them. 

“That finishes it.” It was Jimono talking. “Good,” the girl replied. 
“Everything is ready to leave at the first sign.” 

“It will happen tomorrow night perhaps ... certainly the next 
morning,” Jimono said, yanking on the starter. The little outboard 
came to life and I suddenly realized that they were going to head back 
up the tunnel, using the motor to pull them up against the current. I 
saw with apprehension that they’d be rounding the curve in seconds. I 
took a breath and went under, touching bottom only a few feet down. 
I forced my body into a prone position along the bottom of the tunnel 
and felt the raft and the tiny propeller churn past just overhead. I let 
the water carry me down and then came up for air just at the spot 
where they had shot the cylinders into the mountain. I could see only 
dirt and rocks cascading down from the hole, rapidly filling the 
opening, some dropping down into the water. I turned and started to 
swim up the tunnel. I could have gone down it but it was a certainty it 
would deposit me someplace far away, perhaps as much as fifteen or 
twenty miles away. I hadn’t time for that. It could take me precious 
hours, perhaps half the night, to find my way back. I had witnessed 
something and I wasn’t sure what. I was only sure of one thing. 
Whatever they were doing somehow involved the volcanic activity of 
the Islands. I didn’t know how or why but I was willing to bet my life 
on it. I had said you couldn’t cause a volcano to erupt. Now I wasn’t 
so sure of that. 

Swimming back inside the tunnel was an enervating, grueling task. 
The damn thing was a lot steeper going back than it had seemed going 
down. I wasn’t halfway there when I had to stop to rest, clinging to a 
jutting piece of rock. My arms were strained and aching. I waited a 
spell and then continued, this time pausing more often to rest. It was 
hard and it was slow. When I finally reached the entranceway, I saw 
the raft tied to the wooden steps, the clothes gone, and I pulled myself 
up and lay there, panting. I’d done a lot of grueling, punishing things 
but that little tunnel was a match for any of them, perhaps because it 
had been so deceptive. I lay there a long time, feeling the muscles in 
my arms and legs quivering from strain and exhaustion. Finally, my 
strength starting to come back, I climbed up the steps and out into the 
air. 

It was starting to get dark, and I rode the horse part of the way 
down, then turned him loose. He’d find his way home easily enough, I 
knew. I gave the plantation and the house a wide berth as I circled it. 
By now the Hawaiian sentry, if he had been that, had been found and 


the place might be alive with patrols. 

I made my way to where I’d hidden the car and drove back to the 
hotel. Dr. Plank had spoken of a catastrophe. I was beginning to think 
that he didn’t know the half of it. At the hotel, as ’'d guessed there 
would be, another note from Iolana waited for me. 

“If you don’t want anything further to do with me,” it read, “you 
could have the common courtesy to tell me so. What’s the matter? 
Have I done something? I’d appreciate an answer.” 

I tossed this one into the wastebasket with the other. I still had to 
play it my way. 

I got to the observatory the next morning before Dr. Plank arrived 
and was waiting for him in the bubble of the helicopter. We flew back 
to the craters, tracing our flight of two days earlier. When we landed 
to check the first tiltmeter, I saw his face grow dark with a frown. 

“T ... I can’t believe it,” he said. “This reading shows a tremendous 
warpage of the earth’s crust. Why, it would indicate an imminent 
eruption. But this volcano has been dormant, extinct for countless 
years.” 

“Isn’t it true that there are always gases inside the craters, 
though?” I asked. 

“Yes, to a certain extent,” he said. “But it takes the formation of a 
tremendous amount of gas pressure to move the magma up toward the 
surface.” 

I didn’t say anything further and we flew on to the next crater. The 
tiltmeter showed an equally severe disturbance of the earth’s surface. 
Dr. Plank’s reactions went from startled surprise to utter astonishment 
and then to shock, and by the time we’d reached the eighth crater, he 
was in a state of numbness. As we flew back, he was ashen-faced and 
muttering aloud to himself. 

“The entire chain of Islands is about to erupt according to the 
readings we’ve just taken, Mr. Carter,” he said, his voice quivering. 
“We’ve got to sound the alarm at once,” he added. “We’ve got to start 
immediate evacuation. That will take days to accomplish just by itself. 
We’ve got to call in an airlift at once, every available airliner.” 

“Hold it, hold it,” I said as we dropped down to land. “Not yet. I 
want as much time as I can get, every added second.” 

“Time?” Dr. Plank echoed. “There is no time. The tiltmeters 
indicated massive warping. Whether it’s a natural catastrophe or 
somehow man-made, the same things will occur. The eruptions will 
pour fantastic amounts of lava down on the Islands. All those craters 
erupting at once, or even within days of each other, would spew 
killing gases and volcanic dust over half the Pacific. Why, in 1883 one 
volcano, the East Indies volcano of Krakatau fully erupted. The 
explosion was heard 3000 miles away. Its volcanic dust showered the 


whole planet and blotted out the sun for hundreds of miles. The island 
of Krakatau just disappeared, blew into little pieces. I don’t think you 
understand what is about to happen here.” 

“T do understand,” I told him, setting the ’copter down onto the 
field. “And I’ve got to find some way to stop it before it happens. 
That’s why I want your solemn promise not to say a word of this to 
anyone ... not until I give you the go-ahead.” 

“But I can’t do that, Mr. Carter,” he said, frowning. “With an 
immediate alarm at least some of the people will have a chance to get 
off the Islands and save themselves. We can help some at least.” 

“Tl make a deal with you,” I said. “If you don’t hear from me by 
dawn tomorrow, you go ahead and sound your alarm. Fair enough?” 

“Dawn tomorrow may be too late, Mr. Carter,” he said. 

“Then an alarm now will be too late to do much real good either,” 
I countered. “You must promise to wait.” 

He was still shaking his head, his face still set in an adamant 
frown, when I hit him. He crumpled to the floor. I kneeled over him 
and applied a special high-tension pressure to the base of his spine—I 
wanted him out for a good, long time. I tied his hands and feet with 
my necktie and his and stuffed my handkerchief into his mouth. 

I hated to do this to the poor doc but he had left me no choice. I 
didn’t even have enough time to explain tilings at length and take a 
chance of maybe making him listen to me. 

I left him lying there and raced for a phone. I knew I wasn’t racing 
against his alarm, not really, I was racing against the disappearance, 
to all intents and purposes, of our fiftieth state. 


Chapter VII 


I breathed a sigh of relief when I heard Iolana’s voice answering 
the phone. She was distinctly cool. The satin covering of her voice had 
a layer of ice over it. I had to get inside that house and Iolana was my 
best way. If she were involved, I’d find out beforehand. I had to take 
the time to check her out or risk walking into a trap. I talked fast. 

“T need your help, Iolana,” I said. “You said that you didn’t believe 
I was an amateur geologist. Well, you were right and now I need you 
to help me.” 

She was silent. I put as much velvet into my voice as I could. 
“Please, sweetie, I really need you.” 

“All right,” she said at last. More silence. “You helped me once 
without asking questions. I guess it’s my turn.” 

“Thanks, and I mean it,” I told her. “I want you to meet me at 
Kapiolani Park, right in the center by the statue. Go there at once and 
wait for me. You are to wait until I come, understand. I may be 
delayed slightly.” 

“Tll leave right away,” she murmured and the phone clicked off. I 
headed for the entrance to the park at the far end of Waikiki Beach. 
She would get there near the dinner hour and there’d be few people 
around. I took up a position behind a building facing the park 
entrance and waited. I watched as she drove past, almost an hour 
later. I stayed put and waited, watching to see who followed her in. 
Only one car came along with a woman and two small children. I 
wanted to trust Iolana, but I had to be sure. Time was running out. 
Only hours, possibly, separated the world from the biggest damn 
volcanic eruption since Vesuvius transformed the thriving city of 
Pompeii into a burial vault, sealing its 16,000 people beneath twenty- 
three feet of rock and ash, charring them with searing winds and 
choking them with poisonous volcanic gases. 

I waited and watched and then made my way down the street and 
slipped into the park through the trees lining the back edge. I could 
see Iolana’s slender form seated at the edge of the statue, waiting 
patiently. She got up and began to pace back and forth. I crept 
forward, circling the entire statue, checking behind every one of the 
hedges that formed a design around the center. Finally, I was satisfied. 
I checked the entranceway again, going back through the trees at the 
rear. There was no one and I entered the park and walked toward 
Iolana. She had come alone, I was certain. I had set it up for her so 
that she could have arranged a trap for me but she had come alone. It 
made me feel good. 


Her lovely, deep eyes looked up at me with fear and concern and 
her lips parted to reach up and press themselves on mine. She was the 
sweet taste of honey and my hands passed lightly over her breasts, 
straining under a thin, white blouse loosely worn over a mini-skirt. 

“T was beginning to give up on you,” she breathed. “Oh, Nick, I’m 
frightened. The way you spoke over the phone, something in your 
voice. What is it?” 

I held her by the shoulders and peered deep into those liquid eyes. 
“You’ve got to trust me, Iolana,” I said. “You’ve got to believe what 
I’m going to tell you. Something very terrible is nearly on us, 
something that will spell the end of the Hawaii as you know it. Kani is 
involved in it, very deeply involved. Your father may even be aware of 
this, and of her involvement in it, but I don’t know about that.” 

She was looking up at me, wide-eyed with wonder. “You’ve got to 
believe me, Iolana. I’m telling you the truth.” 

She turned away, her beautiful face furrowed and tense. Finally, 
she said: “I do believe you, Nick.” There was a sadness in her voice, a 
quiet resignation. “I know something is going on. I’ve felt it ever since 
I came back to the Islands. I’ve been very upset about it. Father has ... 
well, he’s gotten worse. He spends almost all his time at home locked 
in that trophy room of his with all those old relics. And he and Kani 
have been as close as two magpies. They’ve always been close, but 
now he hardly speaks to me.” 

“Maybe that’s why he wanted to keep you on the mainland,” I 
suggested. “Maybe he was aware of something going on.” I was trying 
to give the old boy the benefit of the doubt for Iolana’s sake. She 
nodded and came in close to me, resting her head against my chest. 

“I never understood why he went to such lengths, and he’s never 
given me a convincing explanation,” she said. “As for Kani, I know 
she’s up to something. She’s entirely too self-confident and 
dictatorial.” 

I pushed her away from me and looked into her eyes again. 

“I must get into the house,” I said. “I’ve got to search Kani’s room. 
I want you to get me in. There’ll be sentries and guards posted 
tonight, I’m sure of it. But you can drive in without being questioned 
or stopped.” 

“And you'll be in the back seat of the car,” she concluded. 

“Go to the head of the class.” I grinned down at her. 

“Once I get onto the grounds, P’ll hide in the stables and you can 
come out and tell me when Kani is out of her room,” I finished. She 
nodded and smiled up at me. 

“T feel faintly wicked,” she said, “but good. Come on, let’s go.” 

Iolana took the wheel, and I balled myself up into as small a 
package as I could and lay on the floor in the back of the Toyota. It 


was cramped riding, but I was going to take no chances on someone 
seeing me on the road and phoning back to the house. Iolana drove 
the car into the plantation grounds and circled around to the back of 
the stables before stopping. It was dark now, but a near-full moon was 
giving more than enough light. 

“The stableboys are all gone for the night,” she whispered. “T’ll 
come back for you.” She pushed open the rear door and I half-fell, 
half-tumbled out of the car. She hurried off to the front of the house 
and the garage adjoining the opposite wing. I bedded down in an 
empty stall that gave me a clear view of the stable doors, just in case I 
wanted to leave in a hurry. 

I was trying to keep alert with nothing happening to keep me that 
way when I heard the footsteps. Seconds later Jimono walked into the 
stable. He stood at the entrance for a while, giving the place a careful 
once-over, and I cursed myself for trusting Iolana. I had put myself in 
a neat double cross. My hand inched toward Hugo; Jimono was going 
to die a quick death very soon. But I knew that if I killed him I would 
be jeopardizing the whole operation so I was going to hold off as long 
as I could. Maybe he wouldn’t find me. Fat chance, I added, with 
Iolana carefully pointing the way. 

I kept watching him, bile making my fingers itchy. But he stayed 
pretty much where he was, now that whatever—or whoever—he had 
been searching for inside the stable had not materialized. He was 
dragging on a cigarette pretty furiously. Occasionally, he’d peer out 
the stable door, as if watching for someone. 

The minutes ticked by. Jimono kept smoking, watching, waiting, 
cursing, even, now and dren. I was enjoying the view. And I was 
looking forward to whatever was obviously coming up—it had to be 
interesting, to say the least. 

At least a half hour passed when I heard footsteps approaching the 
barn and saw Jimono stiffen. Kani walked in and closed the door 
behind her. Jimono grabbed her arm and growled, “Bitch! Where have 
you been?” Kani pulled away. “It’s Father,” she said, “and his idiotic 
last-minute instructions. He wouldn’t shut up, I just couldn’t get 
away.” Then she moved back toward Jimono and put her arms around 
his neck, her lips brushing against his ear as she spoke. “I’m here 
now,” she breathed, “and I want you.” Well, well, well, I said to 
myself as I strained forward. 

Jimono pulled her against him and bent his head to kiss her, his 
tongue flicking inside her lips. I felt a twinge of embarrassment; 
voyeurism is not my bag and it looked like I was in for quite a show. 
Kani had been wearing a shirt and slacks when she first came into the 
barn and as she was getting rid of her clothes, I saw that she had on 
nothing underneath. I could see her full, ripe body even in the 


shadows of the place. Her large breasts jutted forward provocatively, 
the nipples brown and hard. Jimono never took his eyes off her as he 
also undressed. 

He grabbed for her and they swayed together, standing, glued skin- 
to-skin, mouth-to-mouth. Then his head moved further down and I 
saw his lips at her breasts. She was moaning and moving against him 
in a steady, swift rhythm. 

I turned around, I really didn’t want to see any more. After all, I 
had made love to her myself, touched her the same way Jimono was 
touching her, heard her moan her pleasure. I knew they were making 
love by the sounds coming at me from a short distance away. I could 
hear Kani’s fervent “Darling ... darling . . and Jimono’s low, hoarse 
cries. I don’t know how long it lasted but suddenly I became aware of 
more mundane conversation. 

“.. the mountain,” I heard Kani say. “And we’ll meet you 
afterward. Do you understand?” 

“Stop worrying,” Jimono said, “everything’s working out fine. Of 
course, I understand. Who the hell set this up in the first place?” 

“IT am sorry, darling.” She was all contrite, all woman again, but I 
had caught the hard, commanding steel in her voice before. “I’ll see 
you in ten minutes.” 

She slipped out of the barn and Jimono followed moments later. I 
was surrounded by silence once more. Time dragged on and I was 
growing more and more fidgety. Ten minutes, Kani had said, and 
where the hell was Iolana? 

Finally, I heard the motor of a jeep stop outside the house, wait a 
few minutes and then roar into fife. It hadn’t died away when I saw 
Iolana bursting into the stable, softly calling my name. 

“That was Kani,” she said when I stood up. “She drove off with 
that man Jimono. Now’s our chance. I don’t know when she’ll be back, 
and Father’s closed in his room again.” 

I took her hand and she led me back into the house and up the 
stairway to the second floor where the bedrooms were. Kani’s was the 
second one on the right and her room was really a small suite with a 
huge bedroom and a living room leading off from the bedroom. 

“You take the closets in that room,” I said. “I’ll search these. Were 
looking for a square, hardsurfaced box, about the size of a small 
traveling bag. If you find it, call me.” 

Iolana hurried into the next room while I searched the closets in 
the bedroom. They were quite bare of anything. Kani had obviously 
packed everything into the suitcases and trunks I saw being loaded 
onto the jeep a few days ago. 

Iolana came out of the other room with nothing to report. Then 
she pulled back the edges of the coverlet on the bed in my room and 


suddenly I saw it, tucked neatly out of sight. I reached in and pulled it 
out to open the lid. The four cylinders I’d glimpsed were still there, 
along with the powerful, stubbynosed compressed-air gun. I lifted one 
of the cylinders out and examined it carefully. There was a soft nose 
to it which obviously was designed to break away and release the 
contents of the cylinder. 

“What is it, Nick?” Iolana asked. I didn’t have to open the cylinder. 
I could take an educated guess as to what I’d find inside it. 

“Remember that eruption when we were inside the crater of the 
small volcano up above the plantation?” She nodded, lips slightly 
parted, waiting. “That was no coincidence,” I said. “One of these 
caused it. They probably used that crater for their initial experiments 
and had it almost ready for instant use. 

“These cylinders are filled with some kind of compound that, when 
released, triggers the formation of volcanic gases within the earth. 
They have been injecting eight different volcanoes with this stuff, 
shooting the cylinders into the earth with this compressed-air gun. I 
daresay it’s taken them probably a year, perhaps more, to prepare for 
tomorrow.” 

“At least,” I heard a voice say, and I whirled. Jimono was standing 
in the doorway to Kani’s room, along with Kani and three big, brown- 
skinned Hawaiians. I recognized one as the bastard with the 
surfboard. Jimono was covering me with a Winchester Varmint rifle 
and Kani held a .38 revolver as a backup gun. 

“Search him,” Jimono hissed, and one of the Hawaiians relieved 
me of the Luger. He missed Hugo on my forearm and I smiled 
inwardly. “Get up,” Jimono commanded, and I rose with Iolana 
holding my arm. 

“Your deductions are really quite good, Carter,” the Japanese said. 
“It has taken us a painfully long time to prepare for tomorrow. Our 
injections into each of the craters had to be repeated over and over 
until they had triggered the natural volcanic gases into forming in 
sufficient strength to suit our purposes. With some of the volcanoes it 
was not difficult. They were quite full of natural elements and needed 
only an impetus to form more gas. With others, those long dormant, it 
took quite a while. We made our measurements in our own way. 
Testing the sulphur through fissures, taking earth samples and so on. 
And now, every one of those craters seethes with volcanic gases, ready 
to push the magma up into erupting as volcanic explosions.” 

Iolana was staring at Kani, who walked over to the girl and 
slapped her across the face. Iolana’s head spun and she fell against my 
shoulder. 

“That will teach you to betray us,” Kani hissed. She looked at me 
and the sensuous eyes were now deep, dark pits of hatred. “We had 


seen your horse tethered outside the lava tube,” she said through 
clenched teeth. “We knew then that someone had followed us and we 
were certain it had to be you. We waited, figuring you would be 
contacting this little bitch.” 

“T underestimated you,” I said. “Perhaps I subconsciously wanted 
“We'll take them to the cave at the cliffs of Palipali,” Kani said, 
turning to Jimono. “We can decide what to do with them there.” 

I pressed Iolana’s hand reassuringly as they shepherded us out and 
into a jeep. The three big Hawaiians hemmed me in, one on each side 
and one riding the back of the jeep behind me. Kani gave the .38 to 
Jimono who held it pressed into Iolana’s side as we drove high into 
the hills. The road got rougher and we bounced along in a series of 
ruts. Finally, the jeep halted, and we were made to walk the final few 
hundred yards. In the light of the near-full moon I saw we were 
edging our way along a steep cliff. The path ended at the mouth of a 
cave where one of the Hawaiians lit two torches stuck into the walls 
of the mountain. Peering into the rear of the cave, I saw empty boxes 
piled atop each other, boxes that were the right size and shape to hold 
the small cylinders. 

I was trapped, a prisoner, but instead of thinking of how to get 
free, I was thinking about what the hell I could do if I did get free. Dr. 
Plank’s words kept circling around my head: “Volcanic explosions are 
caused by the pressure of the gases which push the magma up against 
the crust of the earth until the earth gives way in an eruption.” The 
greater the gas pressures, the greater the eruption. The bastards had 
planned well and, in a way, they had used the forces of nature to aid 
them. Once their compound had triggered enough of the gas into 
forming, the natural forces at work inside the earth took over to create 
more gases and push more molten rock upwards. Jimono’s voice 
brought my attention back to the immediate present. 

“I say tie them up and let them die tomorrow with the others,” he 
said to Kani. The girl was shaking her head. 

“Too easy for them,” she snapped. “And too risky. I don’t want to 
take any chances with the American. He is a tricky customer. I say kill 
him tonight.” 

They pushed us against a wall of the cave as one of the Hawaiians 
whispered that someone was coming up the path. I felt Iolana clinging 
to my arm. 

“Are they mad, Nick?” she whispered to me. “Why does Kani want 
to destroy the Islands?” 

“T don’t know about her,” I said. “But Jimono is a Japanese 
Communist agent. His motives are to drive America out of the Islands 
and make political capital of it at home.” I was going to say more, but 


to. 


I felt Iolana tense and heard her gasp as the tall, oxshouldered figure 
filled the entrance of the cave. 

“Father!” she cried out. The patriarch entered the cave, fastened 
her with an unsmiling glance and then shifted his eyes to me. Still 
regal, still imposing, he filled the cave with his emotional as well as 
physical presence. 

“T see you have them both,” he said to Kani, his voice flat and 
unemotional. I felt Iolana break away from my side and rush to her 
father. The old man stuck one arm out and held the girl at a distance. 

“Make them let us go,” Iolana said, trying to keep her voice from 
breaking. “What are you doing here, Father? You can’t be part of this 
... this insanity.” 

“He’s been sold a bill of goods,” I said sharply. I wanted to jar the 
old eagle out of his self-sustained cocoon. Maybe if I could shake him 
into facing reality, he would help us. It was only an outside chance, a 
far outside chance. But I had to take it. I met his gaze defiantly. 

“That expression, if I understand it correctly,” he intoned, “implies 
that I have been in some way duped.” 

“You sure have,” I answered and saw his eyes flash. 

“You are insolent, like all Americans,” he snapped. “Unfortunately, 
my daughter Iolana has become more American than Hawaiian.” 

“T thought Hawaiians were Americans,” I said. “You’re out of step 
with the times, Dad.” 

Two of the big Hawaiians stepped forward to strike me but the 
patriarch held up his hand and they halted. 

“You are typical of Americans,” Kamu said. “A race without regard 
for beauty, culture or heritage. Just look at what you are doing to 
these Islands of Hawaii ... modern hotels, tourists, desecrating our 
very land to put up motels, hamburger stands. You want to replace 
beauty with gold. You will eventually succeed in driving all that is 
beautiful in Hawaii out of existence and replace it with your 
commercialism.” 

“So you line up with these crumbs,” I said. “You think the 
Japanese Communist party gives a damn about your Islands and your 
culture?” 

“Yes,” he answered, anger coloring his voice. “They understand my 
dreams and my attitudes. For my help in showing them the most 
strategic craters in the islands and for using my land as a base for 
their operations, they are going to rid Hawaii of its vermin ... you 
Americans.” 

“They’re going to destroy your Islands.” 

“No,” Kamu answered, loftily. “When the volcanoes finally die 
down once again, nature will quickly take over and beauty will rise up 
from the cinders, just as it has over and over. And if destruction is 


necessary, I prefer to see my Islands destroyed by nature than by 
man’s greed.” 

“When you’ve served their purpose, they’ll discard you like a bag 
of old bones,” I said. 

The old man struck, and though I saw the blow coming I didn’t 
turn aside. He still had the strength of a bull and I felt myself spun 
around and slammed into the cave wall. I saw red rockets and stars 
and dropped to one knee where I shook my head back to clarity. 

“Keep Iolana safe and bring her to the ship with you,” he ordered, 
speaking to Kani. “Let the American die.” 

I watched him walk out of the cave, shoulders straight, head high, 
a mad old man wrapped in his own pretensions. 

“So you’ve a ship waiting to take you from the island when the 
eruptions begin,” I said to Kani. “No detail missed, eh?” 

Her eyes swept past me, ignoring my remark, and fastened on 
Tolana. 

“Keep Iolana safe,” she said, mimicking the old man. “The 
sentimental old fool.” She turned to the three Hawaiians, spoke to 
them in Polynesian, and their faces broke out in joy. Two of them 
grabbed Iolana and dragged her to the center of the cave. 

“Most of the islanders helping us, like these three, still believe in 
Pele worship,” Kani said. “A human sacrifice to Pele will be just to her 
liking.” 

“And to yours,” I added. 

“Before being sacrificed to Pele,” Kani said, her lips curling in a 
cobra-like smile, “the victim must be properly tortured.” She glanced 
at me. “I’m sure you'll enjoy this,” she said. “Sadism and sex are so 
very close.” 

“Only to some people,” I countered. She seemed about to fly at me 
but she held herself back. She signaled to the three Hawaiians who 
began tearing the clothes from Iolana until she stood naked, her 
beautiful body quivering in the night chill. Her breasts stood out 
proudly and she held herself erect, her face impassive. The silver 
moonlight shining into the cave bathed her body in its glow. I saw the 
Hawaiins and Jimono devouring her with their eyes. Kani walked 
around Iolana, examining her, taking her figure in as one might 
examine a horse one wants to buy. 

“Torture,” she said, rolling the word around on her tongue. “Pele, 
goddess of volcanoes, wants her sacrificial victims to be tortured first. 
Well now, there are all kinds of torture. My little darling half-sister, 
here, is being tortured by standing here naked. She has always been 
the prim and proper one.” 

Kani struck the girl across the face, hard, and Iolana’s head 
swiveled halfway around on her shoulders. 


“Tm going to fix you so that, should you by some miracle, live 
through the eruption, nobody will ever do your body any good again.” 

She spoke to the Hawaiians. One of them pulled a dagger with an 
eight-inch blade out of his skirt-like garment and walked over to me. 
He placed the blade across my throat so I’d slice myself on the razor- 
sharp edge with one wrong move. 

“See that you don’t take that blade from his neck,” Kani 
commanded the Hawaiian. “We don’t want him spoiling our little 
party.” She clapped her hand and the other Hawaiians disappeared to 
return in moments with two steaming, black kettles which they 
carried by their handles, using thick leaves much as an American 
housewife uses a potholder. 

“We are going to have a celebration dance once we’ve taken care 
of you two,” Kani announced. “At least some of the boys are. It’s 
another old custom that helps keep them happy. The buckets are now 
filled with steaming liquid made of sugar cane and ground pineapple 
core.” 

She went to one kettle, took a ladle from inside it and poured out 
the liquid which I saw was thick in texture. “When rum is added to 
it,” she said, “it makes a really potent brew.” The flaming torches in 
the walls cast a flickering light on Kani, and I saw her there, outlined 
in the dancing light, a wild woman, a crazed creature of bitter hatred. 
“But now, before we dilute the liquid with rum, I have a special cup to 
fill.” 

She turned, spoke sharply to the Hawaiians in Polynesian. Without 
further word, they grabbed Iolana, and slammed her down on the 
ground. One grabbed her arms, the other her legs. She lay very still, 
eyes open wide with terror. Kani picked a filled ladle from the kettle 
and slowly advanced with the steaming, thick mixture. The Hawaiians 
moved further apart, opening Iolana’s legs until they had her spread- 
eagled. Kani reached over with one hand, with excruciating slowness, 
she poured the boiling, sticky, thick mixture over the girl. Iolana 
screamed, her cries starting as frantic screams of pure terror and 
agonizing pain. As Kani continued to pour, taking her time, sometimes 
releasing only a few drops at a time, the girl’s screams changed from 
sharply-etched pain to an animal-like wail for mercy. Her body 
quivered and writhed and jerked spasmodically. The two big 
Hawaiians had all they could do to hold her lashing form. I could 
smell the sick odor of burnt flesh and still Kani continued to pour the 
liquid on the girl. 

I felt my hands wet, my stomach a knot of fury. I moved, and the 
blade drew blood against my throat. Jimono stood to one side. He still 
had the .38 on him. If I tried to stop this, I’'d be killed before I got 
started. I had to stand by and watch and let my towering rage fill my 


very being with a silent cry for vengeance. 

“You will never offer pleasure to anyone again,” Kani hissed at the 
moaning figure at her feet. She nodded to the Hawaiians who dropped 
Iolana to the ground. I saw that she had fainted. 

At Kani’s command, one of the Hawaiians picked up the small, 
inert form like a sack of wheat, flung it over his shoulder and marched 
from the cave. 

“He goes to bring her to Pele as our offering,” Kani intoned. She 
turned to me and now, in the light of the torch, I saw a gorgeous 
madwoman, an incredibly beautiful insane creature, a wild harridan 
from out of the dim past. 

“You have a plan for him?” Jimono asked, gesturing toward me 
with his eyes. The Hawaiian still held the knife blade at my throat but 
at a glance from Kani he lowered it. 

“We have rope from the crates that brought the cylinders,” Kani 
said. “Tie his wrists together first.” The others produced rope and 
bound my wrists in front of me. 

“Now take the long rope, tie and knot it around his chest and 
under his arms,” she ordered. As they did her bidding, she spoke to 
Jimono. 

“We shall lower him down the cliff at the end of this long rope,” 
she said. “Within the hour, as dawn nears, a powerful wind sweeps 
along the cliff. It will swing him back and forth against the rocks, 
smashing that beautiful body into pieces little by little. By the time he 
dies, he will envy Iolana with only the hot lava to end her agony.” 

She laughed again and, as I’d little to lose, I gave her a few 
opinions I’d been harboring. Maybe if I could bait her, she’d come 
apart and, in the scene sure to follow, I could get at Hugo still nestling 
against my forearm. It was worth a try anyway. 

“You know something,” I said. “Your father is a poor, misguided 
and confused old man living in his own dream world. You're a vicious, 
homicidal bitch.” 

Her eyes flashed and she came at me, swinging hard; her slap hurt. 

“Vicious, crazy bitch,” I repeated and smiled pleasantly as I said it. 
She swung again and I felt the side of my face redden. 

“You’d like me to lay you right now,” I laughed. She snarled in 
fury and flew at me, fingernails raking my face in uncontrolled rage. I 
grabbed for her, caught her wrist but I felt the sharp point of the knife 
go into my ribs. I let go and pulled away; the Hawaiian came with me, 
holding the knife into my side and I felt the trickle of blood. He was 
about to shove it all the way in when Kani called out. 

“No! Stop,” she screamed “It is what he wants.” The Hawaiian 
stepped back and I saw Jimono had the .38 in his hand, ready to fire. 
Kani was in charge of herself again. 


“Take him to the cliff,” she said. “He won’t force us to kill him the 
easy way.” 

I was seized from behind and roughly shoved forward out of the 
cave. They walked me about a hundred yards along the narrow ledge 
to where a stunted tree, misshapen and alone, grew out of a crevice in 
the rocks and jutted over the edge of the cliff. I felt the rope tighten 
against my chest and under the armpits as my feet were kicked out 
from under me and I was lowered along the edge of the cliff. Finally, 
some fifty feet down, the rope snapped tight and I hung there, 
dangling. I heard Kani’s voice above, the words unclear, but her wild 
laughter drifted down. I heard them leave, the sound of their voices 
fading away and I was alone, hanging gently at the end of the rope, 
my wrists tied in front of me. It was still dark but the moon offered 
enough light for me to scan the cliffside at my back. The rocks were 
jagged, full of protruding edges and rough ripplemarks, and I saw 
plenty of abrasive rock jutting out. Hugo was still with me and, 
carefully, I dropped the stiletto into the palm of my hand. I got my 
fingers around the handle, turning it slowly, carefully. If I dropped it, 
my only chance would be gone. I worked the blade around so that it 
faced toward me. Slowly, I edged it upwards until it rested against the 
wrist ropes. I began to press into the ropes with the blade, making 
small nicks, starting to slowly shred the ropes. It was a laborious 
process. I couldn’t get any power from my hands, working backwards 
and using only the strength in my fingers to manipulate the stiletto. I 
had to stop every five minutes to let my fingers uncramp. 

But the rope was shredding, slowly, too slowly. Suddenly I felt a 
wind, a sudden gust that whipped up from the bottom of the cliff far 
below me. I felt my body move sideways, like the pendulum on a 
clock. The wind blew again, a harder gust, and I started to sway back 
and forth. With each sway, my body tore against the rocks at my back. 
I grasped Hugo again and started chopping at the ropes with renewed 
desperation. The wind gusted again, this time much more powerfully 
and I felt it sweeping up along the cliffside. I felt myself swinging out 
now in an arc, the pendulum motion interrupted as I was caught by a 
gust that sent me sailing. I braced myself, tensing every muscle as I 
slammed back into the cliff. It felt as though I’'d exploded inside. The 
wind caught me again, whipping me out and around and slamming 
me against the cliff. 

I could hardly hold Hugo any longer and I was pressing the blade 
forward at the ropes as best I could, plunging the sharp point into my 
wrists more than the ropes and I felt the trickle of blood oozing down 
my hands. The giant, invisible hand came up, grabbed again and 
drove me into the side of the cliff in a circular motion. This time my 
body shook and quivered, and I stretched my head upwards to avoid 


blacking out. I knew I couldn’t take much more of this. A few more 
times and my bones would start cracking. Each gust was harder and 
each collision with the cliff more painfully weakening. Already my 
back and shoulders were bloodied and swollen. 

I cursed and swore into the wind. I shouted as I kept plunging 
Hugo into the ropes. I felt myself carried out by a strong, whipping 
gust that flung me around at the end of the rope like a yo-yo. I headed 
back toward the cliffs with the speed of a runaway locomotive. 
Drawing my legs up, I managed to get my feet out and absorb the full 
force of the blow against my feet. It drove my legs backwards until I 
thought they’d go through my hip bones. Driven to raging fury by the 
pain, I pulled at the wrist ropes. I felt them tear. I pulled again as the 
wind swung me out once more. They tore some. I yanked with all my 
aching muscles and they parted. Somehow, I still managed to hang 
onto to Hugo as I reached up, grabbed at the rope over my head and 
took one more brutal blow against the cliffs. But I could pull myself 
up now. Bracing my feet against the jagged, protruding rocks and 
pulling up on the rope, I started to climb to the top of the cliff. The 
wind tore at me but I was braced now. I yelled back at its howling 
hands, laughing in rage and relief. The top of the narrow ledge was 
above me. I got one hand up, hung there a moment and then lifted my 
leg over. I stayed that way for another moment, letting my screaming 
muscles rest. Finally, I pulled myself up on the ledge, took off the rope 
and started back for the cave. 

I heard them before I saw them. Kani’s voice in a wild sing-song 
chant. I crept forward and saw her dancing, nearly nude, in front of 
the steaming kettle. The two Hawaiians were swigging the mixture, 
now smelling strongly of hot rum, and Jimono was watching Kani, his 
little eyes glittering. I knew he was trying to decide whether to jump 
her here or not. I saved him a lot of thought and indecision. He had 
the .38, and I had to take care of him first. I took aim and let the 
stiletto fly. It hurtled through the dawn, silent and deadly. Jimono 
never knew what hit him. The blade went right through his 
cheekbone, alongside the bridge of his nose and imbedded itself in the 
cranial cavity. I saw the moment’s look of astonishment in his eyes 
before he toppled over like a fallen tree. Kani and the others were 
unaware of anything until he fell and rolled out practically at her feet. 
She looked down at him, at the blade protruding from his face, with 
an uncomprehending frown. I was racing forward as she looked up, 
her eyes beginning to show signs of realization. Beyond her, I saw the 
two Hawaiians starting to move around the kettle to meet me. Kani 
attempted to block my path. I hit her in the stomach and she went 
sprawling halfway across the entrance to the cave. 

The two Hawaiians were rushing at me, one with his eight-inch 


dagger in his hand. There was no time to retrieve Hugo and so I 
stepped backwards, ducking under a wild swing by one and moving to 
the right of the dagger. The one without the dagger circled around 
behind me. I let him think I didn’t notice it in my concentration on his 
friend. I heard him come up behind me, ducked and let his lunging 
blow fall harmlessly in the air. I swung as he half-stumbled past me 
and caught him in the ribs. I felt the end of one rib splinter and he 
doubled up in pain. I kicked him in the groin and he dropped to his 
knees. 

I kicked him flush in the jaw and felt his jawbone shatter. He 
dropped in an inert heap. The other one was coming, swinging the 
dagger in wide arcs. I ducked under them with ease but when I tried 
to step inside to deliver a right cross, he brought the blade down in a 
vicious swipe. I moved backwards, seemed to stumble and fall. He 
dived at me at once and I lifted my foot, caught his abdomen as he 
came in and pitched him over my head, sending him crashing into the 
wall. He staggered back, dazed, his face, when he slowly turned, a 
scarlet waterfall. I shot out a solid right that caught him on the tip of 
the jaw and he went down. He tried to get up but I took his head and 
twisted hard. He went limp in my hands as the vertebra cracked. 

I was about to turn when the screaming, scratching, cursing object 
landed on my back. A wild tigress, she clawed at my eyes and I 
pitched her to the ground. She was up with the quickness of a cat, 
hissing and snarling, sinking her teeth into my leg. I kicked out but 
she clung, biting and digging her nails in. I slapped her across the face 
and the force of the blow knocked her to the ground. I felt the warm 
trickle of blood from my leg. She was up at once and, as I went after 
her, she aimed a kick at my groin. I grabbed her leg, twisted, and she 
screamed and hit the ground. I pulled her head back, holding onto her 
hair, and belted her one on the jaw. She went limp and I let her fall to 
the ground. She would be out for some time, I figured, and I wasn’t 
going to wait here for her to recover. I raced out of the cave and 
started down the narrow, steep path alongside the cliff. I had 
underestimated Kani’s recuperative powers. I was halfway along the 
narrow ledge when I saw her racing down the path after me. In her 
hand she carried one of the flaming torches that had been stuck into 
the walls of the cave. 

I turned and braced myself. The ledge was only wide enough for 
one person at a time. As she neared me she slowed down and in the 
light of the flaming torch I could see her face, contorted with anger, 
teeth bared. 

“Now you will die,” she hissed, thrusting the flaming torch into my 
face. I stumbled backwards as the fiery mass seared my skin. She came 
after me, lunging again. I tried to duck under the torch and grab her 


arm but the flames prevented me. She was quick as lightning and once 
again she lunged, this time thrusting the torch forward and up in a 
short arc. I felt the flames singe me and pulled backwards in pain. I 
stumbled, caught myself as I almost went over the edge of the narrow 
path and fell backwards. Kani was on me instantly and I managed to 
seize her arm as she tried to bring the torch down. I held her arm up, 
away from my face, on the narrow ledge. Suddenly I saw her smile, a 
fleeting, maniacal smile. In horror, I saw her open her hand and let go 
of the torch, dropping it onto my face. I reacted instinctively, rolling 
to one side to avoid the flaming weapon. At the same moment I threw 
Kani off me. The torch landed on the ground at the back of my neck 
and I felt the burning pain and then I heard Kani’s scream as she went 
over the side, a long, hollow scream that seemed without an end. It 
reverberated up from the depths below, bouncing off the steep sides of 
the cliff. I felt the dirt crumble beneath me and I clutched at the ledge. 
My legs were dangling out into space. Slowly I pulled myself up, 
forcing myself to stay firm against the searing heat of the torch as it 
lay only inches from my face. I got one leg up and raised myself away 
from the heat of the torch, resting finally against the back of the 
ledge. My neck was red and painful where the torch had fallen behind 
me. I pulled myself to my feet, kicked the still-flaming torch over the 
ledge and went on down. I headed back to the house, hoping the old 
man would still be there. 


Chapter VIII 


I crept forward toward the door of the house. A big Hawaiian 
stood guard outside, a wicked bolo in his hands. I picked up a handful 
of cinders and tossed them out onto the driveway where they landed 
with a sharp, crackling sound. The guard stepped forward at once, 
bolo upraised, his eyes peering out to penetrate the darkness, his back 
now turned to me. I dived, catching him right at the knees, and we 
went down together. I grabbed him by the head, applied pressure at 
the right places just under his ears, and he went limp. It had taken but 
seconds and I was lucky it had gone so quick. The ordeal on the 
mountain had taken a lot out of me, and I wasn’t halfway finished 
with what I had to do tonight. 

Slowly, I walked inside the house. The doors to the trophy room 
were closed. I yanked them open. Kamu was kneeling before the 
shrine-like object at the far end of the room. He was intent in his 
prayers, his voice echoing in the silent room. 

I walked up to him and touched his shoulder. “Get up, you old 
fool,” I said. He stood, his muscles tense. “What has happened to 
Kani?” he demanded. 

“She is dead,” I said. 

“You lie!” he shouted and lunged at me. For all his age, he was 
quick and he caught me in a massive bear hug, bending me 
backwards. I got an arm free and pushed back against his throat, 
breaking his grip. He brought up a hard uppercut, but it only grazed 
my jaw, and I let him have a twisting right deep into the abdomen. He 
grunted and doubled over in pain. I brought up a left and sent him 
sprawling on the floor. 

“Kani disobeyed you,” I said to him as he lay there, panting. “She 
is going to have Iolana killed.” 

“You lie,” he gasped up at me. “You lie.” 

“No, I speak the truth,” I told him. “You were used, just as I told 
you. But you can still do something good. You can help save Iolana.” 

“T don’t believe you,” he said stubbornly. I reached down and 
grabbed him by the hair, yanking his head back. 

“Will you believe me if I show her to you?” I yelled at him. “Where 
is she to be sacrificed to Pele? Where would she have been taken? 
Answer me, dammit.” 

I let go of him and watched his confused, troubled eyes as they 
clouded in thought. 

“Here on Oahu, it would probably be Kaau crater,” he finally said. 

“On your feet,” I said and strode out to the hallway where I’d seen 


a phone on the foyer entrance table. My mind was working feverishly. 
“If the gases inside each crater had an escape valve, I thought, they’d 
stop pushing against the molten rock inside the earth and blow 
themselves out through the escape hole. If they could escape, that is. I 
was thinking back to 1935 and 1942 when the army saved the city of 
Hilo after Kilauea had erupted. The lava flow was but fifteen miles 
from the city when army bombers came in to bomb the forward edges 
of the flow, scattering it and breaking up the forward motion. I had 
something else in mind for the Air Force now. I picked up the phone 
again and called the Commander at Hickam Air Force base. I 
identified myself and told him he could check me out with Johnny 
Kai. 

“There are eight craters involved,” I said. “You'll hit seven of them. 
One of them will have to remain untouched until I give the word. 
Your boys are trained in pinpoint bombing, right?” 

The Commander said they were and then he took down the seven 
volcanoes as I called them off to him. 

“Now let me get this straight,” he said. “You want us to bomb a 
hole in each one of these craters deep enough for these artificially 
triggered gases to escape. What if they don’t escape and we start the 
eruption?” 

“A risk we’ll have to take,” I answered. “But it’s not likely to 
happen. If you can make the escape valve, the gases will take it, given 
the known properties of gases.” 

“We'll be airborne in fifteen minutes,” the Commander said. I hung 
up and called Johnny Kai and gave him a brief rundown on what was 
going to happen. 

“Tm at the Kamu house,” I told him. “I need that helicopter again, 
Johnny.” 

“Tt’s on its way, Nick,” he said. 

I hung up and stepped to the doorway, casting a quick glance at 
Kamu. He was standing there, somewhat dazed, the imposing regality 
of his bearing completely gone. He looked old and tired. Dawn was 
tinting the sky. There was still a chance that we were too late, that the 
pressures built up inside the craters would start erupting before the 
bombers could open an escape hole. I heard the sound of the 
helicopter approaching and stepped outside as it settled down right by 
the doorway. I beckoned to Kamu and the big man shuffled forward to 
clamber into the aircraft beside me. As we took off, I heard the roar of 
four-engined bombers streaking through the skies, on their way to 
Hawaii and Maui as well as the craters on Oahu. 

Out of the corner of my eye I saw Kamu reach down inside his 
skirt-like robe and found him holding a large, wicked dagger with a 
serpent handle into my ribs. 


“If Iolana is not in the crater at Kaau, I will kill you at once, 
Carter,” he said. “If you have lied to me, you will pay the price.” 


Chapter IX 


As we approached the crater, I banked the ’copter and tried to 
avoid the fumes and haze caused by the sulphur gases which rose 
from the mountain. There was little doubt that this volcano was ready 
to erupt. The gases rising into the air were, I knew, only a small 
indication of those filling the depths. I circled the crater, coming in 
low, peering through the clouds of steam, gas and vapor condensation. 
Suddenly I saw it, the small, naked figure lying flat on the ground. I 
gestured to Kamu and saw the dull, shocked expression come over his 
face. The sight of Iolana reacted on him as though he had been struck 
physically. His huge shoulders cringed and he seemed to sink in on 
himself. 

“May the gods have mercy on my soul for what I’ve done,” he 
mumbled. “I thought they would listen to me. I thought Kani would 
never disobey me.” 

I wanted to feel sympathy for the old man but it just wasn’t there. 
He’d brought it on himself and he’d been a part of setting up a 
cataclysmic catastrophe that could yet happen. He deserved whatever 
inner torment was his. I swung the ’copter in a tight circle, looking for 
a level spot in the crater floor where I could land. Finally I spied one 
and set her down. I leaped out and started across the crater toward 
Iolana. As I ran toward her, I was suddenly aware that my feet were 
hot and that the floor of the crater was like the top of an oven. I tore 
off my shirt as I reached Iolana and wrapped it around her. She had 
been lucky. The edge of the crater where she had been placed was 
relatively cool. I untied the ropes binding her wrists and ankles and 
she clung to me while I slipped the shirt on her. We were just about to 
get to our feet when it happened, a roar like that of a thousand 
locomotives racing along together. The ground trembled, then shook 
so violently we were thrown to our knees. As I watched in awe, the 
crater opened up in a terrifying spectacle of flaming fury. This was no 
spatter cone as we’d experienced on Mount Aaikama but a full-fledged 
eruption. Huge molasses-like globs shot skyward and exploded in the 
air as their imprisoned gases expanded. 

We were in a slight hollow along the inside rim of the crater and 
the fiery lava was cascading past and over us to land outside the 
crater on the mountainside. But the rest of the crater could erupt at 
any minute and engulf us. 

“Let’s run for it,” I said, taking Iolana’s arm and starting up the 
inner slope of the crater. She shook me off and shrank away. 

“T am staying here,” she said. She started to turn and ran toward 


the center of the crater. I grabbed her and pulled her back. 

“What’s the matter with you?” I said. “You gone crazy?” 

She tore out of my grip again, her eyes a pained, hurt reflection of 
her inner anguish. “Leave me be,” she cried, her voice breaking. “Go 
... get out. Save yourself. You saw what happened to me back at the 
cave. Kani did just what she said she would do. I will be no good to 
anyone ever again.” 

“What utter nonsense,” I yelled at her. “Iolana, come on now. 
We’ve got to get out of here. We can argue about this later. This is no 
spot for a debate.” 

“Tm not debating,” she screamed, tears glistening on her cheeks. 
“When I woke up here last night, tied and helpless, and realized where 
I was, I knew it was best this way. Nothing good can come now, and I 
hurt so I feel like my insides are tom apart. I’m just a shell, Nick.” 

“Stop being sorry for yourself,” I yelled at her, purposely harsh and 
unfeeling. “There’s nothing wrong with you that rest and a little 
treatment won’t fix.” 

Her eyes gazed at me dully and she collapsed on the ground. 
“Run,” she said. “I’m staying here.” 

I saw that rational argument would have no effect. She was 
emotionally unhinged and reason would be a mere exercise in words. 
But where reason failed, conscience often prevailed. 

“T guess then we'll both stay,” I said, sinking down beside her. 
“Because I’m not leaving without you.” 

“Don’t,” she said, lifting her head to look up at me. “Go, please, 
there’s not much time left.” 

“Not without you,” I said. “I came up here to bring you back and 
that’s what I’m going to do or I’m not returning.” 

“All right, Pl go with you,” she said, a terrible weariness in her 
voice. I should have realized then that the turn-about was too quick to 
be deep, but I was too happy with it to think further. I took her arm 
and we started up the inner slope. As we did, another primeval roar 
went up from the crater and the entire floor flew upward. I saw the 
helicopter disintegrate into burning bits and pieces and the searing 
heat slammed into my back like a blast furnace door had suddenly 
been opened. I reached the top of the rim and pulled Iolana up after 
me, her legs bleeding from a hundred tiny cuts made by the sharp 
cinders. We toppled over onto the other side of the rim and were 
somewhat protected from the terrible heat at least. I looked up to see, 
dimly through the orange, flaming mist, a tall figure standing on the 
rim of the crater. 

Iolana tried to rise but fell back in weakness and pain and then I 
heard her voice, somehow cutting through the steady crescendo of the 
crater’s roar. She managed to rise to her knees, my shirt trailing out 


behind her, looking like some unholy wraith at prayer at the edge of a 
giant witch’s cauldron. 

“Come back,” she screamed to the figure poised on the crater’s rim. 
“No! Don’t!” 

The old man turned and looked toward us. He raised one arm 
majestically, turned and leaped into the flaming crater. Iolana 
screamed silently and buried her face in my chest. I crouched down 
with her and held her until she stopped shaking. Only her sobs 
continued to convulse her body. 

I looked up and saw that we were beneath an umbrella of flaming 
objects, and now the fine, choking ash was starting to settle down. I 
could feel it in my throat, feel the choking tightness of it. I pulled 
Iolana to her feet. 

“Get up,” I said, brusquely. “We’re getting the hell out of here right 
now.” 

It was a forthright statement but not backed up by the facts. I 
gazed down the mountainside to see a golden carpet covering the 
mountain, moving down with surprising speed. Under other 
circumstances it would have been a sight of surpassing beauty and 
awe. From where we stood it felt as though we were about to be 
trapped in a blanket of golden lava. There were a few, isolated 
passages still turning and twisting their way through the molten lava, 
thin ribbons of ground not yet covered by the flow. And they were 
getting thinner as I looked at them. 

“Were going to have to thread our way along those open 
passages,” I said. “If they close up while we’re down there, it’ll be the 
end for us. But it’s our only chance.” 

She nodded and I took her hand. We started down, choosing what 
seemed to me like the widest of the few open paths. It looked wider 
than it was when we got into it, moving single-file, threading our way 
along the narrow, winding lanes. It was fast becoming a deadly race as 
to whether we could reach the end of the slope before the lava closed 
the path and engulfed us in fiery death. I started to run but Iolana’s 
hand tore from my grasp in an instant and she sank to the ground, 
holding both hands pressed into her abdomen. 

“T can’t, Nick,” she gasped. “I can’t go on.” 

Her eyes were tear-filled and she was half-sobbing, half-laughing, 
on the borderline of hysterics. Barefoot as she was, with the earth, 
even in the narrow passageway, hot and steamed from _ the 
surrounding lava flow, her body was a vessel of pain from the soles of 
her feet to the anguish in her mind. I picked her up, tossed her over 
my shoulder and started down, hopping over burning fingers probing 
across the narrow path, feeling the charring heat of the molten rock 
on both sides of us. The lava was closing in fast, the passage less than 


a foot wide, and I could see the forward edge of the flow just ahead. I 
started to run faster. Tongues of flame leaped from the lava, reaching 
for my legs. I saw the passage closing just ahead of me and I jumped, 
leaping as a broad-jumper leaps, trying to keep my weight balanced. I 
landed on both feet and with Iolana’s unbalanced weight on my 
shoulder, went tumbling down the slope. She cried out in pain, but I 
lifted her to her feet. The lava flow was behind us, coming after us, 
but safely back of us now. 

I carried her in my arms, glancing back every few moments to 
make certain the lava was continuing in its unhurried inexorable pace. 
Suddenly a jeep loomed up in the haze before us and I saw the words 
U.S. Volcano Observatory on the side of it. I immediately recognized 
the thin, wiry form that climbed out of it. Dr. Plank came up to us and 
his eyes fastened on Iolana. 

“Good lord,” he said. “Don’t tell me that volcano coughed this up 
out of its depths.” 

“In a way,” I said. Dr. Plank was looking up at me with a slightly 
incredulous expression. 

“You did it, Mr. Carter,” he said. “You did it. I heard the whole 
story from Johnny Kai.” He led me to the jeep and switched on a 
short-wave radio. I heard voices, only a babble, at first, and then I 
sorted out the squadron commanders as they spoke to their other 
aircraft. 

“Tm over Eke,” I heard one voice say. “We’ve blasted a good hole 
in her and the gases are pouring out.” 

“Tt’s the same here at Hakeakala,” the other replied. “Gas clouds 
and fumes are spewing out like crazy. This is a big baby so we 
punched two holes in her.” 

“All planes return to base,” the squadron leader said and Dr. Plank 
switched off the radio. 

“You’re really a remarkable fellow, Mr. Carter,” he said. “I’d been 
told you were a top agent for America, but I think you’re something of 
a miracle worker. Not only have you saved the Islands of Hawaii from 
disaster and prevented the Japanese Communists from pulling off 
their political coup, but you may have taught us a new technique in 
controlling eruptions.” 

“All in a day’s work,” I said. 

“Well, being knocked out is not usually a part of my day’s 
activities, but I understand why you had to do it. At least, I do now. I 
was not exactly in a forgiving mood when the lab assistant found me 
the next morning.” 

“Tm sorry,” I said, “really sorry I had to hurt you. There was no 
other way out at the time.” 

“Take me home, Nick,” a small voice said at my side. 


“Can you give us a lift to the Kamu plantation?” I asked Dr. Plank. 
“Tt’s north of Honolulu.” 

“My boy, Pd give you a lift to Timbuctoo if you wanted it,” he 
replied. “Climb in.” 

Iolana cradled herself against me as we drove back. Behind us, the 
sky was still reddened with the orange haze of fiery cinders. But it was 
only one volcano and it could be contained. It was all over, or at least 
I thought it was. 


Chapter X 


At the house, in the silent tomb-like atmosphere, I waited while 
Iolana went upstairs to change into clothes of her own. 

I was still too satisfied to be on the ball with her. I sat down, put in 
a call for Hawk, and told the operator to bring the call into my hotel 
room when they got it through. I sat on a soft chair for a while and 
then I walked into the garden. I figured it would take Iolana longer 
than usual to get herself dressed and I knew that every nerve, muscle 
and fiber in her body was aching. 

I looked at my watch. Iolana was taking a really long time. I stood 
still and listened. The house was as silent as a tomb. Suddenly I kicked 
myself. I raced up the stairs and burst into her room. A note, pinned to 
the pillow, greeted me and I tore it off. 

“I meant what I said back there at the crater,” it read. “There’s no 
place for me in this world. I’m soiled and shattered in body and soul. 
You’re the only worthwhile thing that’s happened to me in a long 
time. Goodbye, Nick. All my love. Iolana.” 

I cursed at myself. How could I have been so insensitively stupid as 
to leave her alone. I raced out into the hallway, saw the back stairs 
and the open door at the foot of the steps. I ran out and saw a steep, 
narrow trail through dense bushes and hedges behind the house. I 
started running and calling her name. The trail leveled off somewhat 
but the bushes grew thicker. 

The shot split the air and my blood froze. It came from just beyond 
the thicket of bushes. It was a shotgun blast and I crashed through the 
brush, tearing aside the heavy, thick foliage. She was there, in a small 
clearing, sitting on a log, the shotgun at her feet, tears coursing down 
her cheeks. 

“Dammit! Dammit! Dammit!” she was crying. “I took the wrong 
thing. I took blanks.” 

I went over to her and she fell into my arms, tears cascading down 
her face. “Oh, Nick, Nick,” she sobbed. “I don’t want to live.” 

“T guess somebody else wants you to live,” I said, gently lifting her 
in my arms and carrying her back to the house. Her note had phrased 
it well. She was shattered in body and soul. I put her in the little 
Toyota and drove her to Honolulu Hospital. She never stopped 
sobbing all the way there. In the morning, I visited her and she looked 
up at me with those gorgeous deep brown eyes. 

“Did you speak to the doctor?” I asked her. She nodded, contritely. 
“T presume he told you that they could have you as good as new.” 

She nodded again. “I also called an aunt I like,” she said. “She’s 


coming to take care of me. She’ll be here this afternoon.” 

“T won’t be, sweetie,” I said. “I have to go back. My boss says to 
come and I come.” I saw her face fall and I put one hand under her 
chin and looked into her eyes. 

“T’m not one for sticky good-byes,” I told her. “I think there are too 
many good-byes in this world. I’m interested in hellos. I want you to 
do what the doctors tell you to do and then I want to hear from you. 
You owe me that much.” 

“T owe you just about everything, Nick,” she said. She put her arms 
around my neck and smiled through her tears. 

“All right,” she said. “You’ll hear from me. Meanwhile, aloha, Nick 
... aloha.” 

“Aloha, Iolana,” I said, rumpling her hair. “Aloha.” 


I walked out and didn’t turn back. It was better that way. I caught 
the next flight for San Francisco, and by the following day I was 
sitting across from Hawk. 

“Sorry about forgetting to bring you some volcanic cinder,” I said. 
“When I could have gotten some, I was busy running and when I 
wasn’t busy running there was none around.” 

“That’s life,” Hawk said. “But we still have fifty states. Good work, 
N3.” It was a compliment to be saved. Hawk expected his men to do 
good work as a matter of course. When he even remarked on it, it was 
a rare compliment. 

“Why don’t you take a few days off?” he suggested. “Go on up to 
Saranac or Colorado. Great mountain-climbing country.” 

“Tll take the days off, but ’m going to stay away from anything 
that even remotely resembles a mountain,” I told him and I got the 
next plane to Florida. 

The days passed into weeks and I was kept busy on one or another 
thing. Nearly two months had gone by when, one Saturday evening, 
my phone rang. I answered and a soft voice, a voice with a velvet 
cover, spoke to me. 

“Would you like to rescue a maiden in distress at an airport?” the 
voice said. 

“Tolana!” I exclaimed. “Where are you?” 

“At Kennedy,” she said. “And I’m lost. This place is so damned 
big.” 

“Speak to one of the men in uniforms and tell him to point you in 
the direction of Manhattan,” I said. I gave her the address. “I'll be 
waiting,” I said. 

I didn’t have to wait long. Or it didn’t seem long, anyway. She 
arrived wearing a soft-blue fitted dress and she was hardly inside the 
door when her lips were pressed tight on mine. 


“Oh, Nick, Nick,” she breathed. “You can’t know how I’ve waited 
to be with you again.” Her hands were moving over my body in that 
gossamer-soft way that sent excitement coursing through my veins. 

“Undress me, Nick,” she said. “I want to feel your body against 
mine, as I did that afternoon.” I did as she asked, slowly and gently, 
and saw her luscious, full breasts, as beautiful as ’d remember them. I 
bent my head down to their brown tips, hesitated a moment, and her 
hands pulled me down to them. 

“Oh, yes, Nick,” she breathed. “Take me.” I pulled gently on the 
tiny tips and Iolana’s legs rose and her body arched as she swept her 
hands over my loins. 

“Make love to me, Nick,” she gasped. “Make love to me.” 

I took her in my arms and came to her. She moaned in ecstasy and 
slowly, her body began those undulations and I felt sensations I’d 
never felt before. When we finished and lay spent in each other’s 
arms, bodies intertwined in the sweet, soft aftermath of passion, she 
put her hands on my face and looked deeply into my eyes. 

“You made it possible for me,” she said. “We all need goals and 
you were mine, Nick, you and the memory of that first afternoon 
when you made love to me. It was what kept me going, what gave me 
the will, the desire.” 

“And now?” I asked. “You don’t doubt yourself any longer, do you? 
You can feel everything you ever felt before. You can give everything 
you ever gave and more.” 

“No more doubt,” she sighed. “But then,” she giggled, “you could 
make a marble statue passionate.” 

I kissed her. “Not until I run out of girls.” 


The End 


